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tacular  and  qnaint  figures  that  so  distinguished 
what  we  might  call  the  Yictorian  Era  of  Ameri- 
can racing. 

The  sport  of  emperors  has  to  a  great  extent 
become  the  pastime  of  King  Moneybags.  And 
there  is  no  place  for  ancient  crusaders  like  Old 
Man  Curry,  so  he  has  taken  the  renmants  of  his 
stable  and  gone  back  to  the  farm  or  merged  into 
the  humdrum  and  neutral  tinted  landscape 
which  always  designates  the  conventional  and 
ordinary. 

He  doesn't  fit  in  aiy  more.  The  cost  of  main- 
taming  a  racing  sttble  is  ahnost  ten  times 
greater  than  it  was  in  the  days  when  he  and  his 
kmd  went  up  and  down  the  country  making  the 
great  adventure.  Badng  has  been  systematized 
and  ticketed  and  labeled  in  such  a  way  that  it 
is  only  very  rich  men  who  can  afford  to  indulge 
in  it.  The  tracks  r/est  of  Louisville  are  all 
dosed.  The  skeleton  hand  of  the  gloom  dis- 
tributor has  put  padlocks  on  the  gates.  Even 
if  Old  Man  Curry  was  with  us  to-day,  his 
sphere  of  action  would  be  limited,  unless  he 
elected  to  play  a  game  where  the  odds  would 
be  so  immeasurably  against  him  that  he  would 
be  beaten  long  before  he  started. 

So  it  is  that  when  Charlie  Van  Loan  went 
away,  he  bequeathed  to  us  the  records  of  a  pe- 
culiar nomadic  people  which  are  now  almost 
like  the  argonauts  and  whose  manner  of  living 
and  happy-go-lucky  ways  are  but  a  memory.  It 
IS  strange  that  although  the  turf  has  always 
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fonned  a  proliflo  medium  for  iraitimr  monk 
airf  ha«  lent  itadf  mlmirably  to  fiction"? e^^ 
authors  «em  to  have  tak»  advuiUm  S  ^ 
opportunities  offered  *^ 

«favr;  S  ffc  iT^^^^  ^  «*'»  M  "tory  after 
story  of  the  kind  that  men  love  to  read  md 

ti.at  it  means  that  ;:u",Sltuo?aTnS'lS 
te  em"^  "^t  "naaterly  short  story  ^tSi 
r«T    J  i  ^!'**''  y«'' ''«  'mtes  abont  real 
people  and  they  do  real  beUevable  thingsT  yZ 
are  not  asked  to  stretch  your  imaSon^ 
cnaeavor  to  fom  an  excnse  for  ttS^' 
as  portrayed.    Ton  will  find  it  aU  loriSl  iSf 
yon  win  be  able  to  follow  the  old  mif^d  tte 
bibhoaUy  n«i,ed  horses  from  track  to  tr^  ^d 
from  adventure  to  adventure,  untU  you  ftaSv 
ay  the  book  aside  and  tell  yourself  wCaM^J 
tune  you  had  reading  it  and  howlnXSs  S 
hu^  and  wholly  entertaining  every^*^? 

th.w'lf  ^'^  «^  I  raight  perhaps  add  some- 
thing of  my  regard  for  the  Cha! •■'>  Van  Lom  I 

knew  and  how  we  foregathered,  enToye^e 
old  days  when  we  were  brother  oarpenters  on  a 
wester^  newspaper,  and  how  out  rf  thfdose 
ass<«ja(.on  of  many  years  I  fonned  an  aff^ 
Uonate   regard   for  him  and   reali^   h^ 


nmoouofioif 

thoo^tfnl  and  kindhr  and  big  in  heart  and 
brain  he  really  waa.  Bnt  in  life  he  was  not  the 
kind  that  aong^t  or  oared  for  adulation  or  ful- 
some eipression  of  regard  either  spoken  or 
written.  So  I  had  better  hark  back  to  the  nar- 
rathres  of  Old  Man  Carry  and  his  oonnectionB, 
bidding  yon  enjoy  them  to  the  limit,  and  assnr^ 
ing  yon  that  they  need  no  i  'jlogy  from  me  or 
any  one  else,    l^ey  speak  for  tiiemsehres. 
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OLD  MAN  CCEBY 


LEVELLING  WITH  EUSHA 

THE  Bald-faced  Kid  shivered  as  he 
roosted  on  the  paddock  fence,  for  the 
dawn  was  raw  and  cold  and  his  over- 

««w«fc,  ^**  ^"!  ^*??°«  "» *1»®  back  room  of  a 
pa^broker's  estabUshment  some  two  hundred 
miles  away.  Circumstances  which  he  had  ni^ 
successfully  endeavoured  to  control  made  it  a 
question  of  the  overcoat  or  the  old-fashioned 

S*^®;u  i^.?®*  ^^^'^flf  ^*^o«t  the  benny," 
reflected  the  Kid,  "because  I'm  naturally  warai- 
Wooded,  but  take  away  my  old  white  kettfe^d 
I  m  a  soldier  gone  to  war  without  his  ran." 

tn^  J'^'  ""^  ^  l^«8«er-a  free  lakce  of  the 
wLf  i^*^  *J??^  ^^  *«»i°«t  ownex  and 

SSt^^nS  ""^  ^Pf  »ting  upontiie  wheedled 
^Si!r    /  *?\«r«<^^ous.    He  was  sometime 

h&  ^1  t^r:^?L  ^*^?«^  *  to^t  ild  a 
ft«  «ir;i-#  *?".*  ^^  ^^®  six  suckers  bettinir 
on  six  different  horses  in  the  same  race.   ^ 
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of  *em  have  got  to  lose.  A  tout  ii  gnewmg 
the  time,  bnt  a  hustler  is  Ukely  to  know  some- 
thing. One  horse  a  race  is  my  motto— swaae- 
times  only  one  horse  a  day,  bnt  I've  got  to  know 
something  before  I  lead  the  snoker  mtotiie  bet- 
ting ring.  .  .  .  What  is  a  snckert  Hnhl  He  s 
a  foolish  party  who  bets  money  for  a  wise  boy 
because  the  wise  boy  never  has  any  money  to 

bet  for  himself!"  .       v    •  # 

Picking  winners  was  the  senons  bnsmess    i 

the  Kid's  life,  hence  the  early  morning  hours 

and  the  careful  scrutiny  of  the  daybreak  work- 

outs.  -      IT'*  J  av 

Bitter  experience  had  taught  the  Kid  the  er- 
ror of  trusting  men,  but  up  to  a  certain  point 
he  trusted  horses.  He  depended  upon  his  sU- 
ver  stop  watch  to  divide  the  thoroughbreds  mto 
two  dassefr-those  which  were  short  of  work 
and  those  which  were  ready.  The  former  he 
eliminated  as  unfit ;  the  latter  he  ceased  to  trust, 
for  the  horse  which  is  ready  becomes  a  betting 
tool,  at  the  mercy  of  the  bookmaker,  the  owner, 
and  the  strong-armed  little  jockey. 

"Which  one  are  they  going  to  bet  on  to- 
dayt"  was  the  Kid's  eternal  question.  "Which 
one  is  going  to  carry  the  checkst" 

Across  the  track,  dim  in  the  gray  Ught,  a 
horse  broke  swiftly  from  a  canter  .uito  the  ftOl 
racing  stride.    Something  clicked  in  the  Kid  s 

palm. 
*  *  Got  you  I "  he  muttered. 
His  eye  followed  the  horse  up  the  back  stretcii 

[U] 
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into  the  gloom  of  the  upper  torn  where  the 
flying  fignre  was  loit  in  the  deep  shade  of  the 
trees.  Oua  shadow  detached  itself  from  the 
others  and  appeared  at  the  head  of  the  straight- 
away. The  muffled  thud  of  hoofs  became  au- 
dible, rising  in  swift  crescendo  as  the  shadow 
resolved  itself  into  a  gaunt  bay  horse  with  a 
tiny  negro  boy  crouched  motionless  in  the  sad- 
cUe.  A  rush,  a  flurry,  a  spatter  of  dods,  a  low- 
flying  drift  of  yellow  dust  and  the  vision  passed, 
but  the  Bald-faced  Kid  had  seen  enough  to  com- 
pensate him  for  the  early  hours  and  the  lack 
of  brefUcfast.    He  glanced  at  his  watch. 

'*01d  Elisha,  under  wraps  and  fighting  for 
his  head,"  was  his  comment.  ''The  nigger 
didn't  let  him  out  any  part  of  the  way.  .  .  .  Oh, 
you  prophet  of  Israel !" 

"What  did  that  bird  step  the  three-quarters 
inf  asked  a  voice,  and  the  Kid  turned  to  con- 
front Squeaking  Henry,  also  a  hustler,  and  at 
times  a  competitor. 

"Dunno;  I  didn't  clock  him,"  lied  the  Kid. 

"That  was  Old  Man  Curry's  nigger  Mose," 
continued  Squeaking  Henry,  so-called  because 
of  his  plaintive  whine,  "and  I  was  wondering 
if  the  horse  wasn't  Elijah.  I  didn't  get  a  good 
look  at  him.  Maybe  it  was  Obadiah  or  Nehe- 
miah.  Did  you  ever  hear  such  a  lot  of  names  in 
your  life  T  They  tell  me  Old  Man  Curry  got  'em 
all  out  of  the  Bible."  The  Kid  nodded.  "Bible 
horses  are  in  fine  company  at  this  track," 
chuckled  Squeaking  Henry.    "I  ^  een  here  a 
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week  noWi  and  darned  if  I  can  get  onto  the 
angles.  I  guess  Old  Man  Cnrry  is  the  only 
owner  here  who  ain't  doin'  business  with  some 
bookmalcer  or  other.  Look  at  that  King  Wil- 
liam bird  yesterday!  He  was  twenty  pounds 
the  best  in  the  race  and  he  come  fifth.  The  jock 
did  everything  to  him  bnt  cut  his  throat.  What 
are  yon  goin'  to  do  when  they  mn  'em  in  and 
out  like  that!  .  .  .  Say,  Kid,  was  that  Elijah 
or  was  it  another  one  of  them  Bible  beetles?  I 
didn't  get  a  good  look  at  him." 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  stole  a  sidelong  glance 
at  Squeaking  Henry. 

"Neither  did  I,"  said  he.  "Why  don't  you 
ask  Old  Man  Curry  which  horse  it  wasf  He'd 
tell  you.   He's  just  foolish  enough  to  do  it" 

Halfway  up  tbe  back  stretch  a  shabby,  elderly 
man  leaned  against  the  fence,  thoughtfully 
chewing  a  straw  as  he  watched  the  little  negro 
check  the  bay  horse  to  a  walk.  He  had  the  flow- 
ing beard  of  a  patriarch,  the  mild  eye  of  a  dea- 
con, the  calm,  untroubled  brow  of  a  philosopher, 
and  his  rusty  black  frock  coat  lent  him  a  cer- 
tain simple  dignity  quite  rare  upon  the  race 
tracks  of  the  Jungle  Circuit.  In  the  tail  pocket 
of  the  coat  was  something  rarer  still — a  well- 
thumbed  Bible,  for  this  was  Old  Man  Curry, 
famous  as  the  owner  of  Isaiah,  Elijah,  Obadiah, 
Esther,  Ezekiel,  Jeremiah,  Elisha,  Nehemiah, 
and  Buth.  In  his  spare  moments  he  read  the 
Psalms  of  David  for  pleasure  in  their  rolling 
cadences  and  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon  for 

[16] 
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profit  in  their  wisdom,  which  habit  alone  was 
sufficient  to  earn  for  him  a  reputation  for  ec- 
centricity. 

Old  Man  Curry  clinched  this  general  opinion 
by  entering  into  no  entangling  alUances  with 
brother  owners,  and  the  bookmaker  did  not  live 
who  could  caU  him  friend.   He  attended  strictly 
to  his  own  business,  which  was  training  horses 
and  racmg  them  to  win,  and  whUe  he  did  not 
swear,  drink  liquor,  or  smoke,  he  proved  he 
was  no  Puritan  by  chewing  fine-cut  tobacco  and 
bettmg  on  his  horses  when  he  thought  they  had 
a  chance  to  win  and  the  odds  were  to  his  liking. 
For  the  latter  he  claimed  Scriptural  precedent! 
"Wasn't  the  children  of  Israel  commanded 
to  spile  the  Egyptians!"  said  he.     "Wasn't 
they?    WeU,  then!    The  way  I  figger  it  times 
has  changed  a  lot  since  then,  but  the  principle's 
the  same.   There 's  some  children  of  Israel  mak- 
ing book  'round  here  that  need  to  be  spiled  a 
heap  worse 'n  Pharaoh  ever  did."    Then,  after 
thought :    "But  you  got  to  go  some  to  spile  bad 
eggs. "  As  the  little  negro  drew  near,  the  black- 
ness of  his  visage  was  iUuminated  by  a  sudden 
flash  of  ivory.    EUsha  snorted  and  shook  his 
head  from  side  to  side.   Old  Man  Curry  stepped 
forward  and  laid  his  hand  upon  the  bridle 

"WeU,  MoseT"  said  he.     The  small  rider 
gurgled  as  he  slipped  from  the  saddle  • 

;*Nothin'  to  it,  nothin'  to  it  a-a-ataU.    'Is 
Liisha  bird,  he's  ready  to  fly.    Yes,  suh.  he's 
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prepaihed  to  show  all  'em  otheh  bawsses  which 
way  'is  track  rons ! '  * 

"Went  good,  did  he,  Moset" 

''Good!  He  like  to  pull  my  ahms  off,  'at's 
how  good  he  went!  Tes,  snh,  he  was  jus'  buck- 
jnmpin'  all  'e  way  down  'at  stretch.  'Ey  kin 
all  be  in  front  of  Mm  tnhnin'  fo'  to-morreh,  an' 
he'll  go  by  'em  so  fas'  'ey  won't  know  which 
(ray  he  went  I" 

Old  Man  Curry  nodded.  '^Elisba  ain't  no 
ATont  runner, ' '  said  he.  * '  He 's  like  his  daddy — 
does  all  his  running  in  the  last  quarter.  He 
comes  from  behind." 

"Sure  does!"  chirped  Mose.  "All  I  got  to 
do  is  fetch  him  into  'e  stretch,  swing  wide  so 
he  got  plenty  of  room  to  ambulate  hisse'f,  boot 
him  once  in  'e  slats,  an' — ^good  night  an'  good- 
by!  01'  'Lisha  jus'  tip  his  to  'em  otheh  haws- 
ses  an'  say:  '  'Sense  me,  gen'elmen  an'  ladies, 
but  I  got  mos'  uhgent  business  down  yondeh 
'bout  quahteh  of  a  mile ;  'em  judges  waitin'  faw 
me.'  'At's  whut  he  say,  boss.  Nothin'  to  it 
a-a-atall." 

*  *  Give  him  plenty  of  room,  Mose. ' ' 

"Sutny  will.  Won't  git  me  nothin'  stickin' 
on  'at  rail.  'Em  white  bu'glahs  don't  seem  to 
crave  me  nohow,  no  time;  *ey  jus'  be  tickled  to 
death  to  put  me  an'  'Lisha  oveh  'e  fence  if  we 
git  dost  'nough  to  it.  Yes,  indeed;  I  'low  to 
give  'is  ha  .\rss  all  'e  room  whut  is  on  a  race 
track!" 

Old  Man  Curry  led  Elisha  toward  his  bam^ 
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tile  little  negro  trailing  behind,  addressing  the 
horse  in  terms  of  endearment.  "Yon  oV  wolf, 
on*iest  way  to  beat  you  to-morreh  is  to  saw  all 
yo»  laigs  off.  You  as  full  of  run  as  a  hydrant, 
*at'8  whut  you  are,  ain't  you,  'LishaT" 

Two  horsemen  were  standing  in  the  door  of 
a  feed  room  as  the  queer  procession  passed. 
They  mterrupted  a  low-toned  conversation  to 
exchange  significant  glances.  "Speak  of  the 
devil,"  said  one,  "and  there  he  goes  now.  Been 
working  tiiat  horse  for  the  last  race  to-mor- 
row.*' 

"It  won't  get  him  anything,"  said  the  other, 
lou  can  forget  that  he's  entered." 
Th^  first  speaker  was  short  and  stout,  with 
no  personal  beauty  to  be  marred  by  the  knife 
scar  which  ran  from  the  lobe  of  his  left  ear  to 
the  gomt  of  his  chin,  a  broad,  red  welt  in  the 
bladash  stubble  of  his  beard.  This  was  Martin 
O  Connor,  owner  of  the  Sunrise  racing  qtable. 
sometimes  known  as  Grouchy  O'Connor 

<^u  !  "^f  ^*?i°°  y"^^  *  smooth-faced,  dapper, 
gold-toothed  blcnr.,  apparently  not  more  tiian 
twenty-five  years  of  age.  Innocence  circled  his 
sleek  towhead  like  a  halo;  good  cheer  radiated 
from  him  m  ceaseless  waves.  His  glance  was 
direct  and  compeUing  and  his  smile  invited  con- 
hdences;  he  seemed  almost  too  young  and  en- 
tirely  too  artiess  for  his  surroundings  The 
average  observer  would  have  pitied  hini  for  a 
iamb  among  wolves,  and  the  pity  would  have 
been  misplaced,  for  Al  Engle  was  older  than  he 
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looked  by  several  sinful  semesters  and  infinitely 
wiser  than  he  had  any  honest  right  to  be.  His 
frank,  boyish  countenance  was  at  once  a  doak 
and  an  asset;  it  had  beguiled  many  a  man  to 
his  financial  hurt.  He  was  shrewd,  intelligent, 
nnscmpnlons,  and  acquisitive;  the  dangerous 
head  of  a  small  clique  of  horse  owners  which 
was  doing  its  bad  best  to  remove  the  element  of 
chance  from  the  sport  of  kings.  In  his  touting 
days  he  had  been  given  the  name  of  the  Sharp- 
shooter and  in  his  prosperity  it  clung  to  him. 

'* Forget  that  he's  entered,  ehV*  repeated 
O'Connor.  "Elisha — Elisha— I  don't  seem  to 
place  that  horse." 

"His  name  used  to  be  Silver  Star,"  said  the 
Sharpshooter. 

"That  dog!"  said  O'Connor,  disgustedly. 
"Let's  see;  wasn't  he  at  Butte  last  season f" 

"Yes.    Cricket  Caley  owned  him." 

"The  Uttle  old  jock  that  died  last  spring!" 

"Same  one.  This  horse  Silver  Star  was  all 
he  had  and  Cri(^et  used  to  ride  him  himself. 
Bank  quitter.  I've  seen  Caley  boot  and  kick 
and  slash  this  bird  until  he  wore  himself  out; 
he'd  quit  just  the  same.  Wouldn't  run  a  ]ick 
after  he  got  into  the  stretcH. 

"Then  one  day  Cricket  slipped  him  over  at 
a  long  price.  Don't  know  how  he  did  it.  Hop, 
most  likely.  Got  somebody  to  bet  on  SUver 
Star  at  25  to  1  and  took  quite  a  little  chunk  of 
money  out  of  the  ring.  That  was  Caley 's  last 
race;  he'd  been  cheating  the  undertakers  for 
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years.  Before  he  died  he  gave  the  horse  to 
Old  Man  Curry.  They'd  been  friends,  but  if 
a  friend  of  mine  gave  me  a  horsa  like  that  and 
didn't  throw  in  a  dog  collar,  he  couldn't  run 
fast  enough  to  get  away  from  me.  Curry  put 
m  an  application  to  the  Jockey  Club  and  had 
the  name  changed  from  Silver  Star  to  Elisha. 
Won't  have  anything  but  Bible  names,  the  old 
nut  I 

"Curry  hasn't  won  with  him  yet,  and  I'd  hate 
to  be  hanging  by  the  neck  until  he  does,  because 
if  ever  there  was  a  no-account  hound  masquer- 
ading with  a  mane  and  tail,  it's  the  one  you  just 
saw  go  by  here.  He  won't  gather  anythinir  to- 
morrow.   Forget  him." 

O'Connor  hesitated  a  moment;  he  was  a  cau- 
trous  soul.  **Might  teU  Grogan  and  Merritt  to 
look  after  him,"  he  suggested. 

<*No  need  to.  And  that  buUet-headed  Uttle 
mgger  wouldn't  like  anything  better  than  a 
chance  to  hoUer  to  the  judges.  The  horse  ain't 
got  a  chance,  I  tell  you.  Wouldn't  have  with 
the  best  rider  in  the  world.    Forget  him." 

"WeU— just  as  you  say,  Al.  Broadsword's 
good  eno  srh  to  beat  him,  I  reckon." 

"Of  seheisi  Forget  this  EKsha.  Go 
on  and  l  are  just  the  same  as  if  he  wasn't  in 
the  race." 

The  Sharpshooter  and  his  friends,  through 
their  betting  commissioners,  backed  Broad- 
sword from  4  to  1  to  even  money.  The  horse 
was  owned  by  O'Connor  and  ridden  by  Jockey 
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Grogan.  Bald  Eagle,  Amphlon,  and  Bemone- 
fnl  were  supposed  to  be  the  contenders,  but 
their  riders  jogged  blithely  to  the  post  with 
Broadsword  tid^ets  in  their  bootlegs  and  rid- 
ing orders  of  a  sort  to  make  tiiose  pasteboards 
valuable. 

Jockey  Moseby  Jones,  on  Elisha,  was  over- 
looked when  these  favours  were  surreptitiously 
distributed,  but  his  bootleg  was  not  empty. 
There  was  a  ticket  in  it  which  called  for  twenty- 
two  dollars  in  case  Elisha  won — ^a  two-dollar 
bet  at  10  to  1.  It  was  put  there  by  Old  Man 
Curry  just  before  the  bugle  blew. 

''Bring  him  home  in  front,  Mose,"  said  the 
old  man. 

'  *  Sutny  will  I  *  *  grinned  the  negro.  "You  bet- 
ting much  on  him,  bosst" 

"I  visited  a  while  with  the  children  of  Is- 
rael," said  Curry  gravely.  "Bemember  now 
— ^lots  of  room  when  you  turn  for  home.** 

"Yes,  suh.  I  won't  git  dost  *nough  to  *em 
scound'els  faw  *em  do  nothin'  but  say  'Heah 
he  comes*  an'  'Yondeh  he  goes.'  Won't  slam 
me  into  no  fence;  I'm  comin'  ba<^  by  ovehland 
route!" 

Later  O'Connor,  who  had  been  bidden  to  for- 
get Elisha,  remembered  him.  Broadsword  led 
into  the  stretch  by  four  open  lengths,  hugging 
the  rail.  Mose  trailed  the  bunch  around  the 
upper  turn,  brought  Elisha  smartly  to  the  out- 
side, kicked  the  bay  horse  in  the  ribs  with  his 
spurs  and  said: 
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"What  yo*  doin*  heahf  Go  long  about  yo' 
business!'' 

Jockey  Grogan,  already  spending  his  fifty- 
dollar  ticket,  heard  warning  yells  from  the  rear 
and  sat  down  to  ride,  but  it  was  too  late.  Eli- 
sha,  coming  with  a  tremendous  rush,  was  al- 
ready on  even  terms  with  Broadsword.  Three 
strides  and  daylight  showed  between  them.  It 
was  all  over  but  the  shouting,  and  there  was 
very  Kttle  of  that,  for  EHsha  had  few  friends  in 
the  crowd. 

"Hah!"  ejaculated  the  presiding  judge,  tug- 
ging at  his  stubby  grey  moustache.  "Old  Man 
Curry  put  one  over  on  the  boys,  or  I  miss  my 
guess.  Yes,  sir,  he  beat  the  good  thing  and 
spilled  the  beans.  Elisha,  first;  Broadsword, 
second;  that  thing  of  Bugle's,  third.  Serves 
'em  right!    Hah!" 

Martin  O'Connor  standing  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  betting  ring,  searching  a  limited  vocabu- 
lary for  language  with  which  to  garnish  his 
emotions,  felt  a  nudge  at  his  elbow.  It  was  the 
Sharpshooter. 

"Go  away  from  me!  Don't  talk  to  me!" 
sputtered  O'Connor.  "You  make  me  sick!  I 
thought  you  said  that  dog  couldn't  run !  You're 

a  swell  prophet,  you  are,  you— you " 

Al  Engle  smiled  as  he  slipped  his  binoculars 
mto  the  case.  "I  may  not  be  a  prophet,"  said 
he,  "but  I'll  have  one  in  my  bam  to-night." 

"Oh,  nothing,  only  that's  too  good  a  horse  for 
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Curry  to  owil  I'm  going  to  take  Eliaha  away 
from  him.*' 

"Going  to  mn  liim  npf " 

''As  far  as  the  old  man  will  go." 

"Well,  look  ont  yon  don't  start  a  selling-race 
war." 

The  Sharpshooter  sneered.  "Carry  hasn't 
got  nerve  enough  to  fight  ns,"  said  he. 

Now  the  "selling  race"  is  an  institution  de- 
vised and  created  for  the  protection  of  owners 
against  owners,  the  theory  being  to  prevent  the 
mnning  of  horses  ont  of  their  proper  class. 

An  owner,  entering  a  selling  race,  mnst  set  a 
price  npon  his  horse — ^let  us  say  five  hundred 
dollars.  Should  the  horse  win,  it  must  be  of- 
fered for  sale  at  that  figure,  title  owner  being 
given  the  right  to  protect  his  property  in  a  bid- 
ding contest. 

In  case  the  animal  changes  hands,  the  origi- 
nal owner  receives  five  hundred  dollars,  and  no 
more.  If  the  horse  has  been  bid  up  to  one  thou- 
sand dollars,  the  racing  association  shares  the 
run-up  with  the  owner  of  the  horse  which  fin- 
ished second.  It  will  readily  be  seen  that  this 
system  discourages  the  practice  of  entering  a 
two-thousand-dollar  horse  in  a  five-hundred- 
dollar  selling  race,  but  it  also  permits  a  dis- 
gruntled owner  to  revenge  himself  npon  a  rival. 
Some  of  the  bitterest  feuds  in  turf  history  have 
grown  out  of  "selling-race  wars." 

Little  Mose  brought  Elisha  back  into  the  ring, 
saluted  the  judges,  and,  dismounting,  began  to 
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unsaddle.  Old  Man  Cnrry  came  waniering 
down  the  track  from  the  paddock  gate  where 
he  had  watched  the  race.  He  was  chewing  a 
straw  reflectively,  and  the  tails  of  his  msty 
black  frock  coat  flapped  in  the  breeze  like  the 
garment  of  a  scarecrow.  Mose,  with  the  saddle, 
bridle,  blanket,  and  weight  pad  in  his  arms,  dis- 
appeared raider  the  judges*  stand  where  the 
clerk  of  the  scales  weighed  him  together  with 
his  tackle. 

The  associate  judge  came  ont  on  the  steps  of 
the  pagoda  with  a  programme  in  his  hand.  Mose 
bonnced  into  view,  handed  his  tackle  to  Shang- 
hai, Curry's  hostler,  and  started  for  the  jock- 
eys' room,  singing  to  himself  out  of  sheer  light- 
ness of  heart  He  knew  what  he  would  do  with 
that  twenty-two-dollar  ticket.  There  was  a  crap 
game  every  night  at  the  O'Connor  stable. 

"All  right,  judge!"  called  the  clerk  of  the 
scales.    "Shoot I" 

The  associate  judge  cleared  his  throat,  nod- 
ded to  Old  Man  Curry,  fingered  his  programme, 
and  began  to  speak  in  a  dull,  slurring  mono- 
tone, droning  out  the  formula  as  prescribed  for 
such  occasions: 

"Elisha—winner'v  this  race— entered  to  be 
sold— four  hundred  dollara-^-   Any  bids?" 
"Five  hundred  1" 

Old  Man  Curry,  leaning  against  the  top  rail 
of  the  fence,  started  slightly  and  turned  his 
eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  sound.  The  Sharp- 
shooter flashed  his  gold  teeth  at  him  in  a  cheer- 
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fnl  imile.  Old  Man  Oarrj  ihnigged  hU  shonl- 
deri  and  rolled  the  itraw  from  one  comer  of 
hii  month  to  the  other.  The  aisociate  judge 
looked  at  him,  asking  a  question  with  his  eye- 
brows. There  was  a  stir  in  the  crowd  about  the 
stand.  A  bidding  contest  is  always  an  added  at- 
traction. 

"Friend,  you  dont  want  this  boss,*'  expostu- 
lated Old  Man  Ourry,  addressing  Engle.  ''He 
ain't  a  race  boss;  he's  a  trick  boss.  You  don't 
want  him." 

''What  about  you,  Curry f"  asked  the  asso- 
ciate judge. 

"Oh,  well,"  said  the  old  man,  slowly.  **And 
five." 

"Six  hundred!" 

Old  Man  Cnrrfr  seemed  annoyed.  He  combed 
his  beard  with  his  fingers. 

"^ni  five,"  said  he. 

"Seven  hundred!" 

Old  Man  Curry  took  time  for  reflection. 
Then  he  sighed  deeply. 

"Maybe  you  want  him  worse 'n  I  do,  friend," 
said  he.   "^nd  five." 

"Eight  hundred!" 

Old  Man  Curry  smothered  an  impatient  ejac- 
ulation, threw  away  his  straw  and  ransacked 
his  podkets  for  his  padcet  of  fine-cut. 

"Might  as  well  make  it  a  good  one  while 
we're  at  it,"  said  he.   "^ndfive." 

"One  thousand!"  said  the  Sharpshooter,  his 
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■mile  broadening.  ''Pretty  fair  prioe  for  a 
trick  horse,  eh,  Cnrryf '' 

The  old  man  paused  with  a  generous  helping 
of  tobacco  halfway  to  its  destination.  He  re- 
garded Engle  with  unblinking  gravity. 

**  *The  words  of  his  monfii  were  smoother 
than  butter,'  he  quoted,  'but  war  was  in  his 
heart.'  That's  from  Psalms,  young  man.  .  .  . 
Now,  it's  this  way  with  a  trick  boss:  a  lot  de- 
pends on  whether  you  know  the  trick  or  not 
.  .  .  One  thousand!  .  .  .  Shucks!  Now  I  know 
you  want  him  worse 'n  I  do!"  Old  Man  Chury 
hoisted  the  tails  of  his  coat,  thrust  his  hands 
into  the  hip  pockets  of  his  trousers,  hunched  his 
shoulders  level  with  his  ears  and  turned  away. 

"Tou  ain't  quitting,  are  youf  "  demanded  the 
Sharpshooter. 

"Friend,"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  "I  ain't  even 
started  yet.  It  appears  upon  the  face  of  the  re- 
turns that  you  have  bought  one  big,  red  boss. 
...  A  tridk  hoss.  To  show  you  how  I  feel 
about  it,  I'm  going  to  throw  in  a  bridle  with 
him.  .  .  .  Good-by,  Elisha.  The  Philistines 
have  got  ye  ...  for  a  thousand  dollars." 

It  was  dusk  and  Old  Man  Curry  paced  up  and 
down  under  his  stable  awning,  his  hands  clasped 
behind  his  back  and  his  head  bowed  at  a  medi- 
tative angle.  The  Bald-faced  Kid  recalled  him 
to  earth  by  his  breezy  greeting,  and  what  it 
lacked  in  reverence  it  made  up  in  good  will 
Old  Man  Curry  and  the  hustler  were  friends, 
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each  possessing  traits  which  the  other  respect- 
ed. 

"Well,  old-timer,  yon  out  airing  yoar  laoa 
curtains  a  little? '' 

"Ehf  Whatt  Oh,  good  evening,  Frank, 
good  evening!  I  been  walking  np  and  down 
some.  Yon  know  what  it  says  in  Ecdesiastes : 
'In  the  day  of  prosperity  be  joyfnl,  but  in  tiie 
day  of  adversity  consider.'  I  been  consider- 
ing.** 

"Uh,  hnh,**  said  the  Bald-faced  Kid,  falling 
into  step,  "and  yon  snre  reached  ont  and 
grabbed  some  adversity  in  that  third  race  to- 
day, whatf  I  had  a  finnif  bet  on  friend  Isaiah— 
my  own  money,  too;  that's  how  good  I  thought 
he  was.  They  pretty  near  bnmped  the  shoes  off 
him  in  the  ba(^  stretch  and  they  had  him  in  a 
pocket  all  the  way  to  the  paddock  gate,  and 
even  so,  he  was  only  beat  abont  the  lengfth  of 
your  nose.  Adversity  is  right  I'*  Old  Man 
Curry  nodde  '<.  "Say,"  said  the  Kid,  lowering 
his  voice,  "I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  that  next 
Tuesday  the  Engle  bunch  will  be  levelling  with 
EUsha.** 

Curry  paused  in  his  stride  and  eyed  the 
youth  intently. 

"Who  told  you?*'  said  he. 

"Never  you  mind,"  said  the  Kid,  airily. 
"I'm  a  kind  of  a  private  information  bureau 
and  detective  agency  *round  this  tra<^,  and  my 
hours  are  from  twelve  to  twelve,  twice  a  day. 
I  shake  hands  with  the  night  watchman  when 
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he  oomM  <m  duty  luad  I'm  here  io  give  the 
milkmen  the  high  sign  in  the  morning.  They 
ti>U  me  thingi  they  Ve  seen  and  heard.  I*yegot 
a  drag  with  the  bartenders  and  the  waiters  in 
the  track  eaii  and  the  telegraph  operator  is 
my  paL 

"Now  Engle  has  had  Elisha  for  two  weeks. 
He's  started  him  three  times  and  Elisha  hasn't 
been  in  the  money  onoe.  People  are  saying  that 
when  Engle  bought  the  horse  he  didn't  buy  the 
prescription  that  goes  with  him.  .  .  .  Don't  in- 
termpt  me;  eyerybody  knows  yon  never  had  a 
hop  horse  in  your  bam.  .  .  .  It's  my  notion 
that  Elisha  can  win  any  time  they  get  ready  to 
cut  him  loose  for  the  kopecs.  Engle  has  been 
cheating  with  him  to  get  a  price  and  using  the 
change  of  owners  for  an  alibi.  They'll  get  their 
price  the  next  time  out  and  dean  up  a  barrel 
of  money.  You  can  gamble  on  this  tip.  It's 
straight  as  gospel." 

"That's  pretty  straight,  son."  Old  Man 
Curry  squared  his  shoulders  and  looked  over 
the  Kid's  head  toward  the  track,  where  the 
empty  grand  stand  loomed  dark  against  the 
evening  sky.  "Next  Tuesday  I  "said  he.  "Just 
about  what  I  thought  ...  but  teU  me,  son, 
why  did  you  bring  this  to  met" 
The  Bald-faced  Kid  laughed  harshly. 
"Well,  maybe  it's  because  you're  the  only 
man  'round  here  that  calls  me  Frank— it's  my 
name  and  I  like  to  h.  ir  it  once  in  a  while.  May- 
be it  s  because  you  staked  me  once  when  I  was 
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broke  and  didn't  take  my  right  eye  for  secarity. 
Maybe  it's  because  I  figure  we  can  both  get 
something  ont  of  it  for  ourselves.  If  Engle  is 
going  to  cut  a  melon,  we  might  as  well  have  a 
knife  in  it  too.'' 

'*Ah!"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  and  he  paced  the 
entire  length  of  the  bam  before  he  spoke  again. 

"Well,  you  see,  son,  it's  this  way  about  cut- 
ting a  melon.  You  want  to  be  sure  it  ain't 
green  ...  or  rotten." 

«*Huht" 

Old  Man  Curry  placed  his  hand  on  the  Kid's 
shoulder. 

"My  boy,"  said  he,  kindly,  "you  make  a  liv- 
ing by — ^by  sort  of  ''vining  folks  what  to  bet  on, 
don't  yout    If  tl  Knd  of  halting  between 

two  opinions,  as  u  Book  says,  you  sort  of — 
help  'em  out,  ehf " 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  grinned  broadly. 

"I  guess  ^t's  about  the  size  of  it,"  said  he. 

"Well,  if  you've  got  any  reg'lar  customers, 
don't  invite  'em  to  have  a  slice  of  Engle 's  melon 
next  Tuesday.   It  might  disagree  with  'em." 

"But  I  don't  see  how  you're  going  to  get 
away  from  Elishal  He's  fit  and  ready  and 
right  on  edge.  Ton  can  throw  out  his  last  three 
races.  He's  good  enough  to  win  without  any 
framing." 

"I  know  he  is,  son.  Didn't  I  train  him t  Now 
you've  told  me  something  that  I've  been  trjring 
to  find  out,  and  I've  told  you  something  yon 
never  could  find  out.    Don't  ask  me  any  more. 
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...  No  use  talking,  Frank,  Solomon  was  a 
great  man.  Some  time  I  hope  to  have  a  race 
hoss  fit  to  be  named  after  him.  IVe  never  seen 
one  yet" 

"Where  does  Solomon  get  in  on  this  propo 
sitiot  t"  demanded  the  yonth. 

Otd  Man  Curry  chuckled. 

*You  don't  read  him,"  he  said.  "Solomon 
wrote  a  lot  of  advice  that  hossmen  can  use. 
For  instance:  'A  prudent  man  foreseeth  the 
evil  and  hideth  himself,  but  the  simple  pass  on 
and  are  punished.*  I've  told  you  this  Engle 
melon  ain't  as  ripe  as  they  think  it  is.  You 
be  prudent  and  don't  ask  me  how  I  know." 

"K  the  frame-up  goes  wrong,  what'U  win!' 
asked  the  Kid. 

"Well,"  said  the  old  man,  "my  hoss  EKjah's 
m  that  same  race,  but  it's  a  Uttle  far  for  him. 
I  am't  gomg  to  bet  anything.  Sometimes  it 
comes  handy  to  know  these  things." 

..■^^?^?P°^®  *^  ®™^^^  t^«»'"  said  the  Kid. 
Well,  I've  got  to  be  going.    I'll  keep  this  un- 
der my  hat." 

"So  do,  son,"  said  Old  Man  Curry.  "So  do. 
w)od  mghi" 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  reflected  aloud  as  he  de- 
parted. 

"And  some  people  think  that  old  feUow  don't 
know  the  nght  way  of  the  trackl"  he  mur- 
mured. "Gee!  I'd  give  something  to  be  in 
with  what  he's  got  up  his  sleeve  I" 

Old  Man  Cuny  was  stiU  tramping  up  and 
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down  when  little  Mose  returned  from  his  ni^tly 
foray  upon  the  crap  games  of  the  neighbonr- 
hood.  The  boy  approached  silently  and  with 
lagging  gait,  snre  signs  that  fortune  had  not 
been  kind  to  him.  When  the  dice  behaved  well 
it  was  his  habit  to  retnrn  with  songs  and  im- 
provised dance  steps. 

"Talk  Tbout  luck  I"  said  he,  morosely.  "You 
know  *at  flat-foot  Swede  whut  swipes  faw  Mist* 
O'ConnehT  Hungry  Hanson,  'ey  calls  him. 
Well,  he  goes  crazy  'ith  *e  heat  an'  flang  'em 
bones  jus*  like  he's  got  'em  ejicated.  Done 
tossed  out  nine  straight  licks,  boss.  Seems  to 
me  'at's  mo'  luck  'an  a  Swede  ought  to  have  I" 

*'Mose,"  said  Old  Man  Curry  suddenly,  "Job 
was  no  hossman." 

"I  neveh  'cused  him  of  it,"  replied  Mose 
sulkily. 

"A  hossman  wouldn't  have  wanted  his  ad- 
versary to  write  a  book.  If  he'd  said  make  a 
book,  now  ...  but  the  best  way  to  get  square 
with  an  adversary  is  to  have  him  start  a  boss 
in  the  some  race  with  you,  Mose." 

"I'll  take  yo'  word  faw  it,  boss,"  said  Mose. 
"When  you  go  talkin'  'bout  Job  an'  Sol'mun 
an'  'em  Bible  folks,  you  got  me  ridin'  on  a 
track  I  don't  know  nothin'  'bout.  Nothin' 
a-a-atall." 

It  was  Tuesday  afternoon  and  little  Mose 
was  struggling  into  his  riding  boots.  The  other 
jockeys  dressed  in  the  jockeys'  room  at  the 
paddock  indosure,  but  Mose  found  it  pleasanter 
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to  don  the  silks  in  the  tack  room  of  Old  Man 
Curry's  bam,  which  also  served  him  as  a 
sleeping  apartment.  The  old  man  sat  on  the 
edge  of  Mose's  cot,  speaking  earnestly  and 
slapping  the  palm  of  his  left  hand  with  the 
fingers  of  his  right,  as  if  to  lend  emphasis  to 
his  words. 

"The  big  thing  is  to  get  him  away  from  the 
post.  I  want  Elijah  out  there  in  front  when  you 
turn  for  home.  With  his  early  speed,  he  ought 
to  be  leading  into  the  stretch.  Elisha  will  comi 
from  behind;  Engle  is  smart  enough  for  that. 
Hell  have  to  pass  you  somewhere,  because 
Elijah  will  begin  to  peter  out  after  he's  gone 
half  a  mile.  Pull  in  as  close  to  Elisha 
as  you  can,  but  not  so  dose  that  Merritt  can 
claim  a  foul,  and— you  know  the  rest." 

Mose  nodded  soberly.    *'Sutny  do,boss.   But 
I  neveh  knowed  'at  ol'  'Lisha— " 
^   ''That'll  do,"  said  Old  Man  Curry  sternly. 
'There's  lots  of  things  you  don't  know,  Mose." 

..JlT®^'  ^^'"  s^^  t^e  little  negro,  subsiding. 
"Qmte  a  many." 

Later  the  Bald-faced  Kid  came  to  Old  Man 
Curry  in  the  paddock. 

"EUsha  looks  awful  good,"  said  he,  "and 
they  re  commencing  to  set  in  the  checks.  He 
opened  at  4  to  1,  went  up  to  6,  and  they've  ham- 
mered hmi  down  to  2  to  1  now.  I  hear  they're 
playmg  the  bulk  of  their  money  in  the  pool 

rooms  all  over  the  coast EKsha  looks  as 

if  he  could  win,  eht" 
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Old  Man  Carry  combed  his  beard. 

"Yon  oaa*t  always  tell  by  the  looks  of  a 
melon  what's  inside  it,  my  son." 

"Engle  is  telling  everybody  that  the  horse 
ain't  qnite  ready,"  persisted  the  hustler.  "Of 
conrse  they  don't  want  everybody  betting  on 
him  and  spoiling  the  price." 

"He's  doing  'em  a  kindly  act  without  know- 
mg  it,"  said  Old  Man  Cnrry.  "That's  'bont 
the  only  way  he'll  ever  do  one,  Fraii,  nnbe- 
knownst  like." 

"Yon 're  not  betting  on  this  one!"  asked  th« 
Kid. 

"Not  a  thin  dime's  worth.  It's  too  far  for 
him." 

"I  give  it  np."  The  Kid  shook  his  head, 
hopelessly.    *  *  You  're  too  many  for  me. ' ' 

The  presiding  judge  came  out  on  the  plat- 
form in  front  of  the  stand  and  watched  the 
horses  dance  along  the  rail  on  their  wcy  to  the 
post,  coats  glistening,  eyes  flashing,  nostrils 
flanng— one  of  the  prettiest  sights  thb  turf  of- 
fers to  its  patrons.  *  *  Merritt  on  Elisha  again, ' » 
said  the  judge.  "Merritt  Hm-m-m.  That 
young  man  is  entirely  too  strong  in  the  arms  to 
suit  me.  It  struck  me  the  last  three  times  he 
rode  this  horse.  But  somebody  is  betting  on 
Elisha  to-day.  That  may  make  a  difference, 
and  if  it  does,  we  may  have  to  ask  Mr.  Sharp- 
shooter Engle  a  few  questions." 

"Leave  it  to  him  to  answer  'em,"  said  the 
associate  judge.    "It's  the  best  thing  he  does. 
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JJSf /   w  V  ^*  ^i^^ofy  nut-smooth  on  the 

mvh  •  T  'u?^^  ^V"  ^5^  ^«  i°  «^«  ^  with 
BUjah.    Little  far  for  him,  isn't  it!" 

aJ^«?®iJ®2  ^J^J""^  ^^  *^«  «rand  stand 
Gronc^y  Martu-  0  Connor  waited  for  Al  En. 
gle.  Just  as  the  horses  reached  the  post,  the 
Sharpshooter  sUpped  in,  breathless  and  fi^! 
i^Vf  *^«®  ^*^  ^^  ^«  binocular  case.    "He 

ZZ  n  .5  J?^®?  ^  ^^^^  **»^«««rJi  the  betting 
nng,"  said  EngJa.  "Well,  any  old  price  is  a 
good  price.   He'll  roll  home."  ^  * 

gro^;i  0  *cLor^'    '"'**    '"^    something," 
**This  is  where  he  pays  you." 
"I  hope  so." 

JA^^'^^  ^^^  ^^  ^"^^  °«t  ^"^  the  paddock," 
and  Engle  smiled  at  the  lecoUection  "mat 
do  you  think  the  old  coot  said  to  met" 
««5^**/**  ^  ^^  what  an  old  nut  says?" 
Nobody  ^res,  of  course,  but  this  was  kind 
offmmy.  After  the  horses  started  for  the  p^st 
he  came  up  to  me,  solemn  as  a  judge,  and  fays 

look  ;♦  w?  i  ^^  *^*;    ^^^5^  ^°«ht  to  have  a 
l^  at  his  head.    He's  got  an  attic  for  rent, 

"Must  have.   But  what  does  he  mean  by  that 
tndc-horse  stufFt   He  pulled  it  on  you  a  S 

^J^^^^  ^  ^^^'    ^  fi^®8s  that's  just  hia 
w»y  of  kidding.  .  .  .  HeUoI   They're  off!" 
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''Yes,  and  that  thing  of  Cnrry's  got  away 
flying." 

''Hell  quit  abont  the  time  he  hits  the  head  of 
the  stretch,''  said  Engle.  '<He  gets  his  mail 
there.  .  .  .  Merritt  has  got  Elisha  in  on  the 
rail,  taking  it  easy,  as  I  told  him  to.  Believe 
me,  that  baby  is  some  stretch  rmmer !'' 

"It  cost  me  enough  to  find  it  out  I"  said 
O'Comior  shortly. 

Engle  peered  throoj^  his  binoculars. 

"Unless  he  breaks  a  leg,  or  something'' — 
here  O'Connor  hastily  knocked  wood— "well 
dean  up,"  said  Engle,  critically.  "Elisha  is 
fighting  for  his  head— wants  to  run.  I  don't 
care  where  he  is,  turning  for  home.  He'll  run 
over  that  bunch  in  the  last  quarter." 

"Yes,  but  look  at  that  Elijah  gol"  muttered 
O'Connor. 

"Let  him  go !"  said  Engle,  with  a  trace  of  ir- 
ritation. "He'll  come  back;  he  always  does. 
Bet  you  fifty  he's  lastl" 

"Got  youl"  snapped  O'Connor.  "You  may 
not  know  any  more  about  this  one  than  you  did 
about  Elisha  last  month!" 

The  dots  of  colour  skimmed  around  the  upper 
turn,  one  of  them  so  far  ahead  that  it  seemed 
lonely.  This  was  Elijah,  burning  bis  early 
speed,  jack-rabbiting  ten  lengths  in  front  of  his 
field,  but  beginning  to  notice  his  exertions  and 
feel  the  swift  pace. 

"  'Lijah,"  remarked  little  Mose,  looking  back 
over  his  shoulder,  "if  eveh  you  finds  a  race 
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tnuk  whut»8  got  a  short  home  stretch  in  it 
you'llbe'nothehBoseben.  SutnywiU.  On'ieat 
rouble  »ith  yon,^jah,  'em  stre'^Z'bSlt  too 
/on^  faw  yon.  Put  'e  judges'  stand  up  heah 
jrt^ah  we  IS  now  an'  yo'  neveh  lose  a  rac^I  .  .  . 

jocks  lettm'hmi  th'ough  on  'e  rail  .  .  .  Come 

Comeonr         '""^     We's  waitin'  faw  yon. 

Said  the  presiding  judge:    "That  thing  in 

EHHh«%r""'?*^^°.?^  •  •  •  a^d  heresies 
Ehsha  through  on  the  raU Yes,  he's  a 

real  r^  horse  to-day.    Better  see  Engle  about 
this.    Have  to  teach  him  that  he  can't  nm  his 
horses  m  and  out  at  this  track  1" 
Said  Al  Engle:    "What  did  I  teU  you f  Bun- 

EhL'I^'kkT'^'  T'^  ^'^    He'll  have  that 
Elijah  grabbed  m  a  few  more  jumps Take 

rJi-^n,^**'  Don't  win  too  far  with  himi'' 
Martm  O'Connor  heaved  a  great  sigh  of  re- 
hef.  Like  all  cautious  souls,  he  never  ceased 
to  worry  until  the  last  doubt  was  d^sS 
The  J^ary,  staggering  Elijah  was  the  only  W 
ner  between  Ehsha  and  the  goal.  O'Connor's 
practiced  eye  saw  no  menace  in  that  floundering 
JZ\  '^'''  J^o  danger  in  a  shaft  already 
JT^^  "He  wmsl    He  wins  easy!"  breathed 

"Just  rolls  home,  I  tall  you  I"  said  the  Shari). 

h^woiScf  "*'^^  *^"^  ^'  ^^^^«-    "I  ^ 

By  leaps  and  bounds  the  stretch-running 
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Elisha  oyerhanled  his  former  stable  oompan> 
ion.  Poor,  tired  Elijah  was  rooking  in  his  gait, 
losing  ground  almost  as  fast  as  Elisha  was 
gaining  it;  his  race  was  h  hind  him;  he  oonld 
do  no  more. 

Mose,  keeping  watch  ont  of  the  tail  of  his  eye, 
saw  the  bay  head  bobbing  dose  behind.  Now 
it  was  at  Elijah's  heels;  the  next  stride  would 

bring  it  level  with  the  saddle The  next 

stride. 

All  that  anyone  ever  saw  was  that  Jookey 
Moseby  Jones  leaned  slightly  toward  the  fly- 
ing Elisha  as  Merritt  drew  alongside,  and  very 
few  spectators  saw  this  much.  Who  cares  to 
watch  a  loser  when  the  winner  is  in  sight!  Old 
Man  Curry,  waiting  at  the  paddock  gate,  saw 
the  movement  and  immediately  began  to  search 
his  pockets  for  tobacco. 

Jodtey  Merritt,  strong  of  arm  but  weak  of 
prindple,  was  first  to  realize  that  something 
had  happened.  Elisha  *s  speed  checked  with 
such  suddenness  that  the  rider  narrowly  es- 
caped pitching  out  of  the  saddle.  .  .  .  Had  the 
horF )  stumbled  ...  or  been  frightened!  .  .  . 
What  in  the  world  was  it!  .  .  .  Merritt  recov- 
ered his  balance  and  quite  instinctively  drove 
the  spurs  home;  the  only  response  was  a  grunt 
from  Elisha.  The  long  racing  stride  short- 
ened to  a  choppy  one.  The  horse  was  not  tired, 
nor  was  he  quitting  in  the  general  acceptance 
of  the  term;  he  was  merely  stopping  to  a  wak 
with  all  possible  speed.  Merritt  was  seized  with 
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tSl  W^h  in?i^^  answered  this  by  wavSgS 

!5L*  ^«  1.*^*  "f!i  *  P'^*«»*  ««<i  a  flag  of  teroe 
-but  nm  he  would  not  His  pace  mw  sl^S 
and  s  ower  and  at  the  paddock  gaifh^wM^n 
even  terms  xriih  ♦!.«  aZ.^^: JS!:.,      7^*?.on 


taken  a  rolky  streak  all  at  once!" 

xes,      said   the   associate.     "Th«    p;m4» 
horses  are  having  a  contest  to  see  wWch  ««! 

rwe,,  judge.   And  they  bet  on  Elisha  this  time' 

"I'm  glad  of  iti"  exploded  the  other  "It 
serves  'em  right.  I  like  to  see  a  fram^^n  JL 
wrong  once  in  a  whilel'»  irame-up  go 

Side  by  side  EUjah  and  EUsha  fell  b««v 

To^'  M  "'^"'"ons'y  hand  riding  his  monnt  • 
Jockey  Memtt  cursing  wildly  aad  pWn^  raw 
hide  and  steel  with  all  hi,  8t^ngSi.^S^oa« 
J»"«^.  ^'-ipg  on  with  a  closing  rnstenvd! 

^Jir^ie^^  "''"'  »d*«,nti^„:st 

Only  one  remark  of  Martin  O'Connor's  is  fit 

profX     ''*"'^"*""''  """^^^  "Pithet.  aa^ 

tricJw^f  f  P  "*  ^^y' ^°8^«-   That  darned 
tnck  horse  of  yours  was  la«tl"  ^^ 

An  mqnisitive  soul^  U  an  itching  thing  and 
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the  gathering  of  information  wai  tlie  Bald* 
faced  Kid's  roling  passion.  He  oaUed  at  Old 
Man  Curry's  stable  that  evening  with  a  \At  of 
news  whidi  he  hoped  to  nse  as  tiie  key  to  a  se- 
cret. 

"Greetings I"  said  he  at  thb  taok-room  door. 
"Thought  yon'd  like  to  know  that  Engle  has 
sold  EUsha.  Pete  Lawrence  bought  lum  for 
three  hundred  dollars.  Eng^e  says  that's  two- 
ninety-five  more  than  he'd  bring  at  a  soap 
works." 

Old  Man  Curry  had  been  reading  by  the  light 
of  the  tack-room  lantern;  he  push^  his  glasses 
back  on  his  forehead  and  smiled  at  his  infer- 
mant. 

*'0h,EU8hal"8aidhe.  "Yes,  if  you  look  in 
the  second  stall  to  the  right,  you'll  find  him. 
He's  been  straying  among  the  publicans  and 
sinners,  but  he's  home  again  now  where  he  be- 
longs.  I  asked  Pete  to  go  over  and  buy  him  for 


me. 


it 


"Good  work  I"  said  the  Kid,  seating  himself. 
"There's  quite  a  mass  meeting  over  at  Engle 's 
t)am." 

"Sot"  said  Old  Man  Curry. 

"Yes  indeed!  They've  got  Jock  Merritt  up 
on  the  carpet  and  they  haven't  decided  yet 
whether  to  hang  him  to  a  rafter  or  boil  him  in 
oil.  Some  of  'em  think  he  pulled  Elisha  to-day. 
Merritt  is  giving  'em  a  powerful  argument 
Says  he  never  rode  a  harder  finish  in  his  Hfe, 
but  that  the  horse  took  a  sudden  notion  to  quit 
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ttd  ^d  it  Didnt  •.«,  to  be  tired  or  mythia, 
bnt  jMt  itopp«d  miming.    O'CbnnorlrtrS 

«gWy ,  ho  bet  ..L  ott  "CX~Th: 
ttinbithejr  ought  to  give  it  back  to  UmT 

MW.I.  uurse  u>-aay7    You  told  me  he  wonlHn'f 

used  to  have  another  name  once." 

Silver  Star,"  nodded  the  Kid.    *'I  looked 
^,?P  "1  the  form  charts."  °*'*^^ 

ownS  tlfe^lY^^  ^"^  **"«<^  *^*^  Crickets 

C  a  yljw"',?' ^"*  P^-    Baisedhim 
-rum  a  ycarimg.    Now  understand.  I  Ain»*  -.»^ 

«»»«« the  Cricket  for  what  hTiZ.  LTi  ISl 


mim 


Uaxning  him  neither.  He  wm  tiek  moet  of  the 
time,  and  a  li^  man  geta  his  notions  sort  of 
twisted  like.  Maybe  he  figured  the  race  track 
owed  him  something  for  taking  away  his 
health.  I  don't  know.  He  wasnt  no  hand  to 
talk. 

"Anyhow,  he  had  this  one  hoss  and  always 
the  one  idea  in  his  heau — ^to  slip  him  over  at 
snoh  a  long  price  that  he  oonld  clean  np  «Dongh 
to  qnit  on.  Caley  was  doing  his  own  training 
ar  d  riding.  I  kept  an  eye  on  the  hoss,  and  it 
seemed  to  me  Silver  Star  worked  good  enough 
to  win,  bnt  every  time  he  got  in  a  raoe  he'd 
qnit  at  the  head  of  the  stretch.  That  stmck 
me  as  sort  of  qneer  becanse  he  come  from 
stretch-mnning  stock.  His  daddy  was  a  great 
one  to  win  from  behind.  Well,  six  or  seven  times 
Silver  Star  qnit  that  way,  and  from  the  head  of 
the  stretch  home  the  Cricket  wonld  lay  into 
him,  whip  and  spnr  both.  Wouldn't  make  the 
slightest  difference  to  the  hoss,  bnt  everybody 
oonld  see  that  Caley  was  doing  his  best  to 
make  him  run.  Folks  got  kind  of  sorry  for 
huu,  sick  that  way,  only  one  hoss  and  him  such 
a  dog. 

"Then  one  day  Caley  came  to  me  and  wanted 
the  loan  of  some  money.  He  said  the  price  had 
got  long  enongh  to  suit  him,  but  that  he  didn't 
have  anything  to  bet.  Happened  I  had  the  bank 
roll  handy  and  I  let  him  have  two  hundred.  I 
can  see  the  little  feller  now,  with  the  red  patches 


i*!«*wa  WITH 


plenty  to  low.   Silver  s2?™  25  "?JS  *'*? 

is.Wtwr.r„-a'^SSr-- 

ride  the  race  and  Si  W  2?*  **'  *  "^^  ^<i  ^ 

to  kick,  «S^t?  wt  ^2^W  "y  .»«<** 

IP  any  m^  T  „^  ?"*  °^'  "»«  ^-Jn't  get 
B^Ki|^^rk.^'^t-    ^ 
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the  oolt  to  stop  whenever  a  certain  word  was 
hoUered  in  his  ear.  Dinged  it  into  him,  morn- 
ing after  morning,  until  Silver  Star  got  so's 
he'd  quit  as  soon  as  he  heard  it,  hke  a  buggy 
hosB  stops  when  yon  say  'Whoa'  to  him.  Best 
part  of  the  trick,  though,  was  that  all  the  whip- 
ping and  spnrring  in  the  world  conldn't  get 
him  to  rmming  again.  Caley  taught  him  that 
for  his  own  protection.  It  gave  him  an  alibi 
with  the  judges.  Couldn't  they  see  he  was  rid- 
ing the  boss  as  hard  as  he  knew  howt  I  don't 
say  it  was  exackly  honest,  but " 

"Oho!"  interrupted  the  Bald-faced  Kid, 
"now  I  know  why  you  had  a  front  runner  in 
that  race!  Between  friends,  old-timer,  what 
was  it  Mose  hollered  at  Elisha  when  he  came 
alongside  f" 

"Well,"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  "that's  the  se- 
cret of  it,  my  son,  and  it's  this  way  'bout  a 
secret:  you  can't  let  too  many  folks  in  on  it. 
I  reckon  it  was  a  word  spoken  in  due  season,  as 
Solomon  says.  Elisha,  he  won't  hear  it  again 
unless  he  changes  owners." 


im 
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interfere  ^rtt;^";^ l^";*  '""^  -dlr 
to  start  the  diestont  ~5J' n?^9?^  expected 

from  theti*^^'^^:',*^  ' J""*-  'P^*' 
e^^PvTooM"'""^  ""■«--'    «oi-»  to 

K  «  «  WM^  hather-bewked,  looseleaf 
l*»J 
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volume  of  past  performances,  teehnieally  known 
as  a  form  book,  generally  mentioned  as  '*  tide 
dope  sheets'' — ^the  library  of  the  tnrf  follower, 
the  last  resort  and  final  court  of  appeal  The 
Kid's  lower  lip  had  a  stndions  droop  and  the 
pages  rustled  nnder  his  nervous  fingers.  An 
nx^hted  cigarette  was  behind  his  ear. 

''What  yon  looking  for,  sonf " 

"I'm  tiding  to  nu&e  Cktspargoo  win  his  race 
to-day.  He's  in  there  witii  a  feather  on  his 
back,  and  there  11  be  a  price  on  him.  He's  been 
working  good,  too.  He  qnits  on  a  dry  trade, 
but  in  the  mnd  he's  liable  to  go  farther.  His 
old  feet  won't  get  so  hot."  Curry  peered  over 
the  Kid's  shoulder  at  the  crowded  columns  of 
figures  and  footnotes,  unintelligible  to  any  but 
the  initiated,  and  supposedly  a  complete  record 
of  the  racing  activities  of  every  horse  in  train- 
ing. 

''Hin-m-m.  Some  folks  say  Solomon  didn't 
write  Ecdesiastes.  Some  say  he  didr— after  he 
got  rid  of  his  wives." 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  laughed. 

''You  and  yoar  Solomon!  Well,  get  it  off 
your  chest!    What  does  Ee  say  nowt" 

"I  think  it  must  have  been  Solomon,  because 
here's  something  that  sounds  just  like  him: 
'Of  making  many  books  there  is  no  end;  and 
much  study  is  a  weariness  of  the  flesh.'  It 
would  weary  a  mule's  flesh  to  study  them  dope 
books,  Frank.  There's  so  many  things  enter 
into  tile  running  of  bosses  whidi  ou^t  to  be 
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PLATIHq  mVES  WOB  OBADUh" 

printed  in  *«n  and  ain't     F/.-  •    * "^ " 

t^t  race  right  in  W  of  yo^"»  "^^^  *^' 
put  his  finger  npon  the  paie^*I  ^L^tf^ 
well  Here's  Enirle'f.  m«S^*e  i'«°»«mbepit 
yonrite  and  cZtfl^'' 1^^""'''  ^'  ^*- 
with  the  black  hoas    A«fi:       x  ^®*'*  ^'^8  it 

What  does^e  Ck^v'*S*%  f  ^  *^  <>»«• 
raoeT"  °*  ***^   ^<>«t  Sunflower's 

'^S™?/®*"^  ^^  explanatory  footnote 
the  iiSr^^^^^f  M:^^  f  meXbont 

catch  theul^Tshut^Z'  ^/^  °^  ^*^<»  to 
whip.'  »  '  **"*  <^®«®^  strong  under  the 

**Uh.huh,"  said  Old  Man  Curry     "an^ 

right  out^Sr^  lLts.^t  eT^L"^*  "^ 

s'Slo^r^rK:  *^^*^^^^^^^^^ 

what  hapUed    eL^^'A^'^^^^^    That^s 

nor  and  Weaver  fnl    *°^  ¥""«  ^^  O'Con! 

thoi"  ^^  "e  U  win  to-day  with  White- 
Pi^^t".  ttf.  ""*  °i?  ■»"'  "I'U  ten  yon. 
»atM.we.t.e^i:^jt-^„^^^t'^«^ 
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He  surely  does  love  to  ran  in  the  slop.  Only 
bad  thing  'bont  it,  Engle  and  Weaver  are  both 
in  that  race,  and  since  I  trimmed  that  gang  of 
pirates  with  Elisha  they've  had  it  in  for  me. 
Their  jockeys  act  like  somebody's  told  'em 
there's  an  open  season  on  my  bosses.  They 
bnmp  that  little  nigger  of  mine  every  chance 
they  get.  Pretty  near  pnt  him  into  tiie  fence 
twice  last  week." 

"Why  don't  you  holler  to  the  judges t" 

"They  haven't  done  any  real  damage^  son. 
And  here's  another  angle:  thv;;se  judges  won't 
give  a  nigger  any  the  best  of  it  on  a  claim  of 
foul  agin  a  white  boy.  My  Mose  is  the  only 
darky  rider  here,  and  the  other  boys  want  to 
drive  him  out.  Between  Engle  and  his  gang 
after  me,  and  the  jockeys  after  Mose,  we  got 
our  hands  full." 

"Ill  bet  Going  to  gamble  any  on  Obadiah 
to-dayt" 

"If  I  like  the  price.  None  of  the  bookmak- 
ers here  will  ever  die  of  enlargement  of  the 
heart.  If  Obadiah  is  shorter  than  three  to 
one,  he'll  run  for  the  purse  alone.  The  boss 
that  beats  him  on  a  sloppy  track  will  know  that 
he's  been  going  some." 

It  happened  just  beyond  the  half-mile  pole, 
in  a  sudden  flurry  of  wind  and  rain.  The  spec- 
tators, huddling  under  the  grand-stand  roof, 
saw  the  horses  dimly  as  through  a  heavy  mist 
The  colours  were  indistinguishable  at  the  dis- 
tance, drenched  and  sodden. 
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feet"  "»"  "gut,  though.    He's  on  his 

ot:'ef'..X^_S'IT'U''S-^;  '»*.\««' 
a»e  contender  in  this  r««  .  ^^"^  ^^ 
1«"  «fot  him.  .  .  .  Looh?A«'"'\-  \-  ^*  ^ 
"oe-  •  .  .  Too  bad  bS    *  •""?''*»  '««  »<> 

over  there."         ■^***'"  »«•><!  an  officer 

black  frock  coat  d^t^  ""  "«» in  a  rnshr 
the  paddocT  ite  ^h""™?'  f*"*  *'«<*  &»" 
ttrongh  the  inlirA*  OM  M  J^^    ""^^a^ 

"^n^t^c-n  oftzr '  "'^ 

he  muttered      '' AnV   *°.^fPPen  every  dayl'' 

«-«i  -P  in  no  tu.::jzz.Zi!^r  "^ 

[49]  ^' 
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The  oolt  stood  with  drooping  head,  dnm- 
mixig  on  the  ground  with  the  crippled  foreleg; 
from  time  to  time  the  unfortunate  animal  ihiv^ 
ered  as  with  a  violent  chill.    Old  Man  Onrry 
knelt  in  the  mud,  bnt  rose  almost  immediately; 
one  glance  at  the  broken  leg  was  enon^^   He 
looked  at  the  little  negro. 
"How  did  it  happen,  Mosef " 
** Jockey  Mnrphy  done  it,  boss.    He  was  on 
'at  thing  of  Weaver's." 
"A-purposer* 

''Sntny  he  done  it  a-porpose.  He  oat  in  on 
ns  an'  Imocked  ns  agin  the  rail.  Ccmie  from 
*way  outside  to  do  it." 

Old  Man  Curry  began  to  take  the  saddle  off 
the  oolt.  A  tall  man  in  a  rubber  coat,  gum 
boots,  and  a  uniform  cap  arrived  on  the  scene, 
panting  after  his  run  from  the  grand  stand. 
He  looked  at  Obadiah's  leg,  sucked  in  his  breath 
with  a  whistling  sound  more  expressive  than 
words,  and  faced  Old  Man  Curry. 

"Want  the  *vet*  to  see  himt"  asked  the  new- 
comer. 

"No  use  in  him  suffering  that  long,"  said  the 
old  man  dully.    "He's  ruined.    Might  as  well 
get  it  over  with." 
Jockey  Moseby  Jones  wailed  aloud. 
"Oh,  don'  let  'em  shoot  Obadiah,  boss!"  he 
pleaded.    "101  take  keer  o'  him;  I'll  set  up 
nights  'ith  him.    Can't  you  splint  it!    Aint 
there  nothin'  we  kin  do  fo'  himt" 
"Only  one  thing,  Mose,"  said  Old  Man 
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«^-?t  U%T^°X'^:S*  I'^V  hob- 
t»es  near  the  uDMr  ^^  * '•'•^'ermg  grove  of 
the  dosing  ,«"?^'*""^  Cnsfjn  decrees  that 

"Bun  awav  kids  »»  »--i  xT      **  *  dwtauoe. 
^^tMs£p^Xn^;r„?-St 

•t  his  heeI,,\Cpe„W  ^M?"  *™^ 
ghuices  behind.  After;  »•  5«'™e  soared 
mnlfcd  report  of  r^lf  '™*  '"o^  heard  the 

He's  ont  of  his  miserv  «„„„,  >,      .. 
old  man.   "It-,  the  S  tot    Sf  V  !"^  ""« 

!to^!a^s7«,„^:5^^,.^^^^^^^^^^      to,d  his 

^*ind^rteH^-^-^t 

»ot  embar^uied  '''  ^Meqnenfly,  yreZ 

'^'^^^^J^^  ""^k,,  cap  in 
fi^oUed.  Wne.e^l,«*^-^^a  ho™e^. 

^  «  happened:    That  liW"  ,«"„' ™; 
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■pilled  the  whole  bunch  of  vs,  tryin'  to  out 
aorost  to  the  rail  goin'  into  the  tnm.  We  yelled 
at  him,  and  he  l&d  of  lost  hie  head— tried  to 
yank  his  hoss  around  and  down  he  went.  Awful 
slippery  over  there,  judges.  I  had  to  pull  up 
with  Fieldmouse,  and  couldn't  get  her  to  going 
again.  She's  a  mean,  skulking  mare,  and  won't 
run  a  lick  after  she's  been  interfered  with.  .  .  . 
Who  else  saw  itt  Why,  Merritt  was  right  there 
somewheres,  and  so  was  Grogan.  They're  all 
that  I'm  sure  of.  You  might  ask  'em  whether 
the  niggeT  cut  acrost  or  not.  He's  an  awful 
reckless  little  kid,  and  he'll  kill  somebody  yet 
if  he  ain't  more  careful." 

Grogan  and  Merritt,  called  in  support  of  this 
statement,  perjured  themselves  like  jockeys, 
and  there  was  no  conflicting  note  in  the  testi- 
mony. Mose,  coming  late,  told  his  story,  but 
the  judges  were  swayed  by  the  preponderance 
of  evidence.  It  was  three  against  one,  and  that 
one  a  very  poor  witness,  for  Mose  was  over- 
awed by  his  surroundings  and  contradicted  him- 
self several  times  out  of  pure  fright.  In  the 
end  he  was  allowed  to  go  with  a  solenm  warning 
to  be  more  careful  in  the  future. 

When  this  word  was  brought  to  Old  Man 
Curry  he  lumbered  heavily  up  the  steps  and 
into  the  judges'  stand,  where  he  refused  a  chair 
and  delivered  himself  standing,  the  water  drip- 
ping in  tiny  puddles  from  the  skirt  of  his  long 
bla^  coat. 

** Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "you're  barking  up 
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tte  wrong  tree.  IVe  been  expecting  something 
hke  thu  ever  since  the  meeting^iened.    My 

t^  ^^  "^^  ?*^!.*  "^  '^*  SSrferenS 
E^«^«H  J^  ^*  ^«  ^^^•i'  o'^e"  from 
ZSi  f  "*  ^"  J"**^  They've  tried  a  do^ 
J^  ?  *l..r]  ^^  ^«'  «»e  fence,  and  n^ 

WJtSJ^l^^S-^---   ^-'t^ 
"Bnt  the  other  boys  all  aay— " 

™S?,ll%"  "'«"^t«l  the  old  man 
wrathfnlly.  "Of  course  they  do!  ToldvontST 
wme  identicl  story,  didn'f  theyf  ilTt^ 
proof  they're  lyingf    Md  yon  iverl^  th«e 

t^g  to  tell  the  tmth  -bont  an  aoddentT  Kd 

r.SS'*??*"""''  *•■*  J"«'8«"  ™™  inclined  to 

wf  t?iZ  -2.^  "^  ^"y  'ras  reprimanded  for 
W^TS-t'  r^lf-^-d^d  from  the  stiid,  S. 

ti^TlSJ«™*5^  '*"'  righteons  indiina- 
tton.   lattle  Mose  followed  him  down  the  t^ 

t^  «>?  Paddoek!  he  had  to  troHo  k^n^ 
with  the  old  man's  stila-  '^   ^ 

ns'-'^Sd'tJ^?  ""o^^  they'd  team  np  agin 

r^*n^rii      ?*?■»•      "'e™  IrisJi  jockeys  £d 
a  stoiy  all  cooked  to  tea  "  j-^oj'b  naa 

he  i^!|?  Cnny  did  not  open  his  month  nntU 
tn  ^     Ins  tadc-room,  and  then  it  was  oSv 

^  ?i„^»  of.  stress.    After  reflective 
•poke,  droppmg  hu,  words  slowly,  one  by  o.^ 
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'*Weav«r  and  Murphy  and  Eni^  ...  It 
nayi  in  EoolesiasteB  that  a  threefold  oord  ia  not 
easily  broken,  bnt  I  reckon  it  mi^t  be  done,  one 
eord  at  a  time.  .  .  .  Well,  Moae,  theyVe  made 
na  take  the  medicine!" 

"Sntnydidl"  chirped  the  little  negro.  **Bnt 
they'll  never  git  ns  to  liok  the  spoonl" 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  often  boasted  that  every- 
body's  business  was  his  business— a  large  con- 
tract on  any  race  track  of  the  Jungle  Circuit 
His  stop  watch  told  him  what  the  horses  were 
doing,  and  stableboys,  bartenders,  and  waiters 
told  Idm  what  their  owners  were  doing,  the  lat- 
ter vastly  more  important  to  the  Kid.  At  all 
times  he  used  his  eyes,  which  were  sharp  as 
gimlets.  Thus  it  happened  that  he  was  able  to 
give  Old  Man  Curry  a  bit  of  interesting  infor- 
mation. 

''Considering  what  these  birds.  Weaver  and 
Murphy,  did  to  you  last  week,''  said  the  Kid, 
"I  don't  suppose  you'd  fight  a  bulldog  for  'em, 
or  anything  J'  3  thatt" 

"Eht  W  .t  bulldog!"  Old  Man  Curry 
could  never  :eep  abreast  of  the  vernacular. 

''Getting  down  to  cases,"  said  the  Kid, 
"you're  laying  for  Weaver  and  Murphy,  ain't 
yout" 

"I  ain't  said  so  in  that  many  words,"  was 
the  cautious  response. 

"You  ain't  going  to  let  'em  kill  a  good  colt 
for  you  and  get  away  with  it,  are  yout  Weaver 
was  only  in  that  race  to  take  care  of  Obadiah. 
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t^e  cr,  of  yon.   T.  ttopr„"rl'  O 
^-ldy;tyongetI»ek.t4'if",^iSa^ 

ta  U.^^e^'"^  *^*  "''*  '^' »  «»o»l<««ruMr  light 
^l'-*"*!""'™  ««*»8'"  aaid  the  Kid     "K 

riK  «„TeU  ho'lr"  "^"-'Phy  t^  ^ 
'•iS  A^  *eU  how  to  go  aboQt  It." 

dn    M     '     ^'    ■^'J  0"  Mm  Carry    "ft. 
\^f*"  "  open  to  yonr  cry."     ^^      ** 

We«^rh».L      ?  ?'PP°'*  y^  *»<»»  t£it 

"xnS,^    ,*  ""''""g  opened. " 

nuZ^    ',?"'  *''*  »"«*  Of  the  scale.?"  elac 
nUtrf  the  old  man.    "ive  heard  that  llX^ 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  chuckled. 

"•_7-S?^  *""*'  o«n  do  anything  "  ni,'  i. 
and  Weaver's  am.^     i»  ii^^^*'     ""-  ^ 

•bontthUfiSwpl^:,'^?,'  '"'*.?'?'"  '^t 
t»»yoaii't«t^l^  i  ?«'»  on  the  level,  and 
in  inTLl- V  r™*  ■*  Jook  haa  got  to  weiBk 
">  «d  wem.  ,rt  oa^tte  dot  whef  P„tet 
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on  the  job.    He  won't  let  'en  get  by  with  the 
differenoe  of  an  onaoe." 

"Then  how "  began  Old  Man  Cany. 

"There  yon  go,  bnatiag  through  the  barrier  I 
Weaver  is  pnlling  the  wool  over  Parker's  eyea. 
Now  here's  what  I  uw  yesterday:    Weaver 
had  Ezmoor  in  the  third  race,  supposed  to  be 
carrying  one  hundred  and  ten  pounds.    Jock 
Mnrphy  ain't  mnch  bigger 'n  a  rabbit — tack  and 
ill,  he  won't  weigh  ninety-five.     That  would 
make,  say,  fifteen  pounds  of  lead  in  the  weight 
pad.   Mnrphy  got  on  the  scales  and  was  checked 
out  of  the  jodc's  room  at  one  hundred  and  ten, 
all  square  enough,  but  when  Weaver  saddled 
Eaonoor  he  left  the  weight  pad  off  him  en- 
tirely—slipped it  to  that  big  nigger  swipe  of  his 
— Chicken  Liver  Pete,  they  call  him." 

"I  know  him,"  said  Old  Man  Curry. 

"Everybody  knows  him,"  said  the  Kid. 
"Well,  Chicken  Liver  put  the  weight  pad  un- 
der the  blanket  that  he  was  carrying  to  throw 
over  the  horse  after  the  race.  Exmoor  won 
yesterday,  but  he  didn't  carry  an  ounce  of 
lead." 

"But  how  did  Murphy  make  the  weight  after 
he  finished  f"  demanded  the  old  man. 

"Easiest  thing  in  the  world  I"  said  the  Kid. 
"While  Murphy  was  unsaddling  the  horse. 
Chicken  Liver  was  right  at  his  elbow,  and  both 
of  'em  had  their  backs  to  the  judges.  It  looked 
natural  enough  for  the  nigger  to  be  there — 
waiting  to  blanket  the  horse  the  minute  the 
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ttmaa  wfaa  rem  oiabiah 

■~Mk  eune  o«  of  him.  AU  Marphy  li*i  to  do 
jw.  pab  and«r  th.  bl«4rt  withS.  hSd  i«a! 
^^'k«d  th.  uddl.  off  th.  hor«  withaS  JS» 

S^  ^.v^x^  '^*  *■«'••  *»»  'Slow.  h«^ 
hwwd  that  nritoh  a  thoound  timM  5w 
pOl^J  .t  off  ,0  dick  Umt  if  I  hmto't  C  J^! 
ag  for  It  I  conld  hare  b««n  looUiig  right  at 

h^ff^T"'^M'^  Andth.,n4.TdMi.t 
have  th.  ehance  that  I  did,  bwaiue  th.rooSS't 
•«.  aDythmg  bnt  th.ir  ba<^.    Murphy  ra^ 

amtitf   And  «odani«i  simple!"  ^ 

h.-iir'^u*^."^  *°°''^  J^  l*^  with  botli 

^en  Liver  mgger  go  whUe  the  race  i«  bring 
-kl^T"'  ^^  *""^  *°  «■«  ">fiel<l-    That  waa 

PraS"     *''^-  ■  •     ""-"■'»•  •  •  •  Th«^  yon. 

"/??,  ""''^  "P  "'  »f  to  the  jndireB  "  m^ 
g«^  the  Kid,  "and  they'd  l«.ve  'cS  lZ 

»and^^^;^,""-:^ile  Weaver  off 

^  YouTl  iiave  to  show  mel" 

Solomo-"  "*'?  *\^  **?*  °'^«''  "according  to 
»oiomo^-eaa,  uh,  what  a  racing  ju^h* 


OLD  MAir  OUBBT 


wonM  have  madel~*lie  that  hath  knowledge 
qpweth  his  words.'  I»m  sparing  mine  for  the 
present,  bnt  that  won't  keep  me  from  doing  a 
hjap  of  thinking.  .  .  .  Engle,  Weaver,  and 
Miirphj.  .  .  .  Maybe  I  can  bust  two  of  these 
oor^  at  oncfr-and  fray  the  other  one  a  Ut- 

Four  men  sat  nnder  the  lantern  in  Martin 
O  Connor's  taok-room  on  a  Wednesday  nirfit 
Th^  spoke  in  low  tones,  for  they  were  en- 
gaged m  mnning  the  fourth  race  on  Thursday's 
programme. 

•4,m^^^  ^®*  ^*  ^  ^°^°  ^  *  '®^  places  where 
It  11  do  the  most  good  that  the  mare  can't  pack 

*.,  M^."*^  ^^^  P^'^^^s  and  win  at  a 
nule.  This  was  Weaver  speaking,  a  smaU, 
wiry  man  with  a  drooping  moustache.  "You 
know  how  talk  gets  around  on  a  race  track- 
tell  the  right  man  and  you  might  as  well  rent 
tne  front  page  of  the  morning  paper.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  Fieldmouse  can't  pack  that  weight 
and  wm."  ® 

"Biat's  the  way  the  form  students  wiU  dope 
it  out,  said  Al  Engle,  otherwise  the  Sharp- 
shooter, the  smiling,  youthful,  gold-toothed 
Wond  who  directed  the  campaigns  and  dictated 
the  pohcy  of  the  turf  pirates.  "That  much 
weight  will  stop  most  of  'em,  but  let  her  in 
there  under  ninety  pounds  and  Fieldmouse  is  a 
anoh.  That  little  sleight-of-hand  stunt  be- 
twean  Murphy  and  your  nigger  is  working  fine. 
They  not  only  put  it  over  on  the  judges,  but 
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^""^1*^  *J»«  Other  owners  are  Wise.    Vd  ir^lt 
ain't  he?"  *  nightmare  to  yon, 

him-for  a  ttoura„'dIZ>"4t  f'*  '""S 
reminding  the  Sharpshooterofso^ttiL'^ii:-*? 

slatesr^Let^LT  ''P**''  *^®  bookmakers' 


OLD  HAV  oux«r 


down  to  business,  as  the  fellow  said  when  he 
Was  digging  the  well,  Isaiah  is  a  pretty  shifty 
old  selling  plater  when  he's  at  himself;  bnt  yon 
know  and  I  know  that  the  best  day  he  ever  saw 
he  couldn't  beat  Fieldmonse  at  a  mile  with  a 
feather  on  her  hefk.  She'll  walk  home  alone. 
The  most  Isaiah  oan  do  is  to  come  seoond 


tt 


"He'll  be  Incky  if  he  does  that  well,"  inter- 
rupted Engle.  "The  mare  will  be  in  front  of 
him  all  the  way.  .  .  .  Same  old  stuff;  wait  for 
the  dosing  betting.  Weaver,  you  keep  on  hol- 
lering your  head  off  about  the  weight ;  it  01  scare 
the  outsiders  and  they  won 't  play  her.  Then,  at 
the  last  minute,  cut  loose  and  load  up  the  books 
with  all  they'll  take." 

"Just  the  same,"  muttered  O'Connor,  "I'd 
feel  a  lot  more  comfortable  if  Curry  wasn't  in 
the  race.    That  old  boy  is  poison,  that's  what 

he  is.   The  last  couple  of  times " 

"Oh,  shut  up!"  rasped  Engle.  "Elisha  wlw 
the  horse  he  trimmed  us  with— Elisha!  Get 
that  through  your  head.  This  is  Isaiah.  There's 
fts  much  difference  in  horses  as  there  is  in 
prophets.  What  you  need  is  one  of  those  port- 
able Japanese  foot  warmers." 

The  paddock  is  the  place  to  go  for  informa- 
t  on,  particularly  after  the  saddling  bell  rings. 
The  owners  are  usually  on  exhibition  at  that 
time.  Nearly  every  owner  will  answer  a  civil 
question  about  his  horse;  once  in  a  great  while 
im»  of  them  may  answer  truthfully.    Li  this 
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psTtioular  raee  we  are  oonoerned  with  but  two 
owners,  one  of  whom  told  the  tnitL 

Weaver,  rat^yed  and  furtive,  answered  aU 
qnestions  f reely-ahnost  too  fre^IyT 
.,     t?^8»  ?l»«'s  a  right  nice  little  mare   lint 
^ey  Ve  weighted  her  ont  of  it  to^!"'  Z 
Sf;*  P«*  ?  ^^red  and  fifteen  andwkL 
That  much  lead  wiU  stop  a  stake  horse^'tti; 

oW''  J?-^*^-   ®«°^«  *>«^«r  W" 
sw^d^jTes^  ^^^^  -"^  ^^*«'  ^-  - 

W*^^^^  ^^'r':  ^«"' '^ow,  sir,  m  tell  you 

i^^ln'^''^^"^^*^-  Ifi«°rehe'sgotaste^ 
mgood  chan«,  to  come  secood-a  st^'  gS^d 
cttanoe.     .  .  No,  he  won't  be  first." 

riSo^Sr:.*"'  ''*''  ''^"'  ^^  '^''^  ^ 

don  wlrr  ?^  ^^"^""'^  ««*«  »W  in  ^ront, 
iSAw  '/^S'f^^^^^^-  Nonseinmmiing 
Isai^  8  nead  off  trying  to  ketch  her.    I  wm! 

t>eat  all  these  other  bosses.   Don't  pay  no  »t^ 
tiontothemare.   Lethergo.-     ^^^  *"''" 
Little  Mose  nodded. 

'ey  btt^S?*'''''^  ''  '"*°y  *  «^^'  ^^1  when 

ey  bet  stable  money  on  huh,'»  said  he     "Let 

'at  ole  mare  go,  ehf »»  ^* 

"Exackly,'»  said  the  old  man,  "but  be  sim 

yon  beat  the  rest  of  »em  "  ^at  De  snre 

"H^'J^^^lVs'a  b^n"'^^'.'    ^^    ""^ 
*uiuui     At  s  a  bad  oombination  fo'  u, 
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^U  »  ^•^  combination.     'Membeh  Oba. 
^^  B«ld.f«oed  Ed  strolled  into  Isaiah's 

"C^cken  Liver's  got  it,"  he  whispeiBd.   "I 
■aw  Weaver  pass  it  to  him."  ^^ 

J^^i'!/^JL^*^®  ^^^  "^^^  for»  Frank," 

Sdh^^f  ^-    "Here,  Shanghail    Yon 

!Sw^  UM*.  **°  *^®  *"***•    IVe  got  bnsiness 
with  the  ohildien  of  Israel"  ««««» 

{«rit^'®^*^'''^  T^^  ^*«  beginning  to  ponr 
into  the  nng,  and  the  block  m«i  w^elLy^ 

ttj^erasers  Each  time  the  mare's  prici  went 
^wn,  Isaiah's  price  went  np  a  Uttle.  Old  Man 
^ny  drew  out  a  tattered  roU  of  currency  and 
w«t  from  booth  to  booth,  betting  on  his  horse 
at  four  to  one. 

«"^S?^.^**~'^®  «°*  *  «*^<»  to-day,  old 
aant"  It  was  the  Sharpshooter,  smiliig  Uke 
a  cherub.  ® 

J*WeU,  now,"  said  Curry,  "m  tell  you  'bout 
me;  I 'to  always  trymg,  so  I've  always  got  a 

dumoe  Looks  like  the  weight  ought  to  stop  the 
mare.  *^ 

ul^y^  80,'' said  Engle.    ^'Betting  mucht" 
Qmte  considerable  for  me,  yes.  Isaiah  ain't 
a  tnck  boss,  but  he " 

But  Old  Man  Curry  crossed  the  track  instead. 

SLrtn^S  Liver;  this  done,  he  watched  the 
■tart  of  the  race.   Nine  horses  were  lined  up  at 
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the  barrier,  and  at  leaat  six  of  the  jockera  we»i 
°«»«»vnng  for  a  flyimr  start     Tn^JiS^ 

Irom  It  m  sudden,  wUd  daahea.    Th«  Vta-J^J^^ 
jo.oe  gww  ta,ky  and  hi.  tem^r  hot^"^? 

Ton're  off!    Go  on  I   Go  onl" 

into  «.o"r^tr5,;at"'*«''  "^ 

Biant  to  the  hmev^^   &SS,  *'°°."'  """^ 
Come  home,  baby ^^t,  ^„„^    "Com. 


0U>  XABT  OXTIBr 


Tcjghomel   Yon  de  bee' Ua  ole  liains-i,*/" 

Sometluag  wjaU  and  hard  jammed  ^d«tttiy 

tt^  ^w^'  ^??  Liver 'B^atomSj^rS 

^n?^*   **'^*   forty-five^saUbre  ?evo^ 
a«aiMt  the  exact  spot  where  the  third  bntton 

owned  anch  a  garment. 

v«l'^5  that  weight  pad,  nigger,  or  ITl  blow 
yon  maide  ont!    Drop  it/" 

Chicken  tdver  leaped  backward  with  a  howl 
^^rS.«  w'  "«^r*«°t  he  was  wdl  on^^^ 

don?:h^jtJ:'*' "^*«^^   Fo' de  Lawd's  sake, 

at^l?^!f  2"^?'**^  "P  *^«  ^«i»ht  pad  and 
S^^i'"''*^*,****-   H«  a^ved  in  time  to  we 

tte  wire,  three  lengths  in  front  of  Isaiah,  Se 

™  «fn?''*"r*''1!^»  ^"  ^  «»«  rear.^rph^ 
was  stiU  smihng  broadly  when  he  bronght  fK 
monse  back  into  the  chalked  circle,  a  i^vUe^ 
■pace  reserved  for  winners.  P"V"ege<i 

"wua  nsTe  taken  plaoe;  bnt  Chicken  Liver, 


nAnXQ  MTMB  JOB  QJUDUM 

where  was  het    Mnrehv'fl  .«^v  " 

eUed  aponnd  the  wid^L   ^**"'  ^«»  *»^- 

Now,  after  ^ M^  ^  Sw  f, '*«'^<»?«.8rin. 
tient  people  must  wS  fo?  ft  ««  ^^'*"^  ^P^ 
ment-the  one   t^o   f h^L      -5^'*^  announce 

tickets  can  l^LS^Sl^^^'he"^^^^^^^  ^^^  "^^ 
ment  must  wait  uDon  «fJ^  *?t?®'''*^  annonnce- 

For  this  r^onr  to:  T^^!^'^''^''^ 
mony.  *  wasted  in  the  core- 

searching  for  the  misIg^^o^Hr '•JJ 
one  jrlunpse  of  Weaver^..!*  „  "*  ""«''* 
TO8  not  white-  iH  ♦!         ■"*•  y*""*  where  it 

that  taokf"      ^'      "°  y""  ^""  help  with 

rt,"^*''..^'''"  'oltered  the  ioekev     "mi.  *•.. 
ttu«  sucks  somehow.    M  ^^^^  ^  ^^ 

-p°Se":?e2^rp,f«^°'^*t«'*^~'i 

stand,  and  when  wL'^      ""^  °^  ""e  indge*' 
Maybe  this  i.  what  Mnrphy  is  w«ti,^^,„,, 


jn<ig»%"  wid  Old  Han  Onny  with  marbd 
the  soales  without  it."  * 

thltt^*" '""^  *^*  P""^^^  ^''»^-   "What  it 

"Lo^  like  a  weight  pad  to  me,"  said  Old 
Man  Curry,  *;with  quite  a  mea.  of  Cin  it 
leg,  it  w  a  weight  pad." 

"Where  did  you  get  itt" 

fw^*5^"  "^^^  *^^  **^^  "">»  "I'M  tell  you  nwut 

L^®V  ^t  ^®  ^^PP«^  i*  and  I  picked  it 
u^  Maybe  Weaver  thought  the  niggJr  mm  a 

W    Mlgt^f  *^  *^«  nuirrirn? 

iwl°^  JTV'  ^o'^^^wled  the  presiding 
jndge,  *^that11  do  you.  Take  your  tackle  Md 
get  on  the  soales.   Lively  nowl" 

^.^S^Sf"?  T**  ??®  ^e«Pairii»ar  glance  about  him 
and  slouched  to  his  undoing.  The  judae.  wei^ 

^±^Jr^'  ifST"^  ^  into  Se^^ett 
l^.r^T'^i^^''^^  He  was  back  S 
^ost  mstantly,  and  his  voice  had  an  ^ 

"Change  those  numbersi"  said  he.  "The 
mare  IS  disqualified.  Isaiah,  first:  Bainbow 
aeoond ;  put  the  fourth  horse  third  Mr  TW' 

D^n^J*'^-    M"phy,  PU  see  you  Ster. 
'  *« 'a^^.^w  *?' ^S- ^^'^^   I  need  you." 

▼«n«ei»oe>  old-tuc     "    Thng  the  Bald-faoed 
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PLATnro 


Kid, 


VQB 


OBAOXiLH 


M,  at  the  doorof01dManOnnT'.t.«t«Zr 
You  cleaned  np  ruriiL  dS«^r!^.  *J^-«x»n. 
mled  off  for  We^d  w?l.*  ^''°'   Weaver's 
he  oan't  even  ^n*^,  ^'  ^.?'"®"  ^^  ^^'^ 

j^^^lnnde^^^^^^ 

?^^  '^s1,bmon''£LitehrH^^  ^ 

'  Whow  diggeth  a  pit  riSl  flu  SSw?w^^ 
dug  one  big  enough  tohoMi-   ^^  Weaver 

And  that  4unS  me .  I  W^f *!"^  "**"«• 
you  to^ay,  and  he™*;  f^^  ^^  f *'"*"  '<>' 
it  np  if  yoi^  w  !«!?!  *^^  ^^dwd-  Bnn 
sayB  aboit  tS'  ^HeXt^^J  S.^*  ®*^'^'°«>» 
rich  ahaU  not  be  iZ^^^'l^^''^  "^^  ^  ^ 
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yror  mind  besides  your  hat T    You  ain't 
«ud  a  word  f OP  as  much  as  two  minntL 

A^  I?l*i?^  *™®  y^™  k««P  8tiM  that  W 
"*Sf  "S^'ii®  something  wro\ig."  * 

,  The  Bald-faced  KidWUncTreatftH  f«.  -« 

S^h^of  JLTt^^?^^  tesTthe'^ItS! 
w^  of  the  Jungle  Circuit,  then  flickered  away 

^  and  waitmg  the  smmnons  to  the  no^n 
in^ii  ^  ^7?'.  ^  *y««  ^«^^  closed,  a  straw 

■e«ttea  not  to  be  conscious  of  this  brief  but 

Sw^ut^^S?*^^-    As  iisual  with  h^  the^B 
was  about  this  venerable  person  a  beffumnir  air 
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suspect  that  Old 


Ambto  upon  thi«  mhw    i  •n'«rt«Bed  anj 
tli*  thin  5S«  of  ,^^,.^'  'T'^  "^ 

ont  the  syllable,  in  !r        **"*  ^'""T.  rolling 

««u>  not  being  i^oorat     m^*  J"""  "»" 
*ny  from  yonf"  ^°  '""^  t^*  roll 

'T„^  Oor^  "hook  hi.  head. 


'i      *l 


OLD  MAM  CUBIT 


he,  "but  I've  Men  the  game  played  MHne— 
when  I  waa  younger." 

*'Well,'>  aaid  the  Kid  monrnfnlly,  ^'Sqneak- 
Ing  Henry  and  a  oonple  of  hia  f  rienda  rang  in 
aome  nuufced  earda— on  my  deal  Of  ooarse 
thoae  bnrglara  conid  take  one  flaah  at  the  top 
of  the  dedc  and  know  jnat  when  to  draw  and 
when  not  to.  I  aat  np  there  like  a  flathead  and 
lat  'em  dean  me.  What  tipped  it  off  waa  that 
when  I  was  down  to  my  last  smadi:,  wiUi  a  face 
card  in  sight  and  a  face  card  in  the  hole,  Henry 
drew  to  twenty  and  canght  an  aoe.  The  mangy 
Ettleerook!  Oh,  well,  easy  come,  easy  go.  I'd 
haye  lost  it  some  other  way,  I  gaess.  Bnt,  aay, 
what  was  this  proposition  of  yonrs  abont  fat- 
tening the  bank  roUf  I've  got  seven  dollars 
between  me  and  the  wolf,  and  he's  so  dose  that 
I  can  smell  his  breath." 

'* Seeing  that  yon  ain't  got  any  more  judg- 
ment than  that,"  was  Old  Man  Curry's  com- 
ment, "I  don't  know  as  I  ought  to  tell  yon." 

**0h,  all  right,"  said  the  Kid,  "if  that's  the 
way  yon  feel  abont  it — ^bnt  maybe  I've  got  some 
information  I  conld  trade  you  for  it" 

"I  never  swi^ped  bosses  blind,"  said  Old 
Man  Curry. 

*'I  won't  ask  you  to,"  said  the  Bald-faced 
Kid.  ''It's  no  news  that  Engle's  bundi  is  out 
for  your  scalp,  is  itf " 

"No-o,"  said  the  old  man.  "I  kind  of  sus- 
pidoned  as  much." 

"They're  after  you  strong,  old-timer.   Urst 
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7j»  walloped  'em  with  iSiiha,  then  yon  don- 
^^iroiiad  'OTi  with  EKjth,  and  then  ycm  got 
Wearer  Mid  Mnrphy  ruled  off.  At  flrrt  EhSe 
fto^t  yon  was  only  ignorant  bnt  shot  fnfl  of 
blind  Inok.  Utely  he  aint  been  80  aore  ahout 
the  ignoranoe.  Eagle  hates  to  give  anybody 
«J  ^^*,f«  being  wife  to  the  an^es  aronnd 

"Solomon  laid  lomething  about  him."  ra- 
marked  Old  Man  Carry  graVely.       ^ 
"Go  ahead;  pull  itl»»  said  the  Kid. 

.'*.*^S?*  ^^^  *  °"^  ^»«  in  his  own  oon- 
^uL  ^f'f®^«»o'*eI»opeof  afoolthanof  him-' 
That  8  what  Solomon  thought  about  the  Emrk 
family,  son."  ^ 

"  WeU,  if  I  was  you  I  wouldn't  lay  any  faney 
odds  that  Engle  is  a  fool,"  warned  the  Kid 
"There's  one  b^y  that  you've  got  to  figure  on 
crerymmute.  You  Ve  got  a  horse  in  your  bam 
«>J*g^e  w  watching  like  a  hawk." 

"Elisha.  When  does  he  start  tlxe  r  v  v(  tlTnet" 
"In  the  Handicap." 

*;^  Handicap,  eht   You  mu.t   I  ink  pretty 

T^ilf^-  Sonje  good  horses  ^  that  raci. 
Well,  there  wont  be  a  price  on  him  worth  tak- 
"»g;  you  can  bet  on  that" 

Old  Man  Ourry  opened  his  eyes  wide  for  the 
first  time. 

^  "Noprioeonhim!    Nonsensel    He's  a  sell- 
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w^f^^l^^i^  notwithitandmg,  and 
^™  ^?*  f^  "^^  exasperating  SSie.., 
you  won't  get  a  price  on  him.  I  oimqwte 
BomemjUBU  The  voice  of  wi^iom  ii  ^ 
ingtoyoii.»*  «  •!«»»• 

Tnl^*Jj!^'*  ?.*''*'  .^J'*®  anything  that  wonld 
justify  starting  him  with  stake  hosses,"  argned 

*i.*l^  *^®''?  *°^  ^^  *®  prevent  »em  fignrinff 
thathemi^tt"  «»uruig 

nJ'^'*!"^^^  'f,F?8:le  worrying  about  the  price 
on  my  hossest"  demanded  Curry. 

"Maybe  to  get  even  for  what  youVe  done  to 
mm.  Maybe  because  he's  got  some  sort  of  an 
If^®***  ^*^  ^^  Goldmark.     You  know 

"By  sight,  son,  by  sight.  And  that's  the  only 
way  I  want  to  know  him."  ^ 

A  "J?i*??™!^*^»""^^*J»e  Kid  quickly.  "I 
don't  hke  that  feUow's  face  or  the  way  he  w^ars 
It,  but  you  can't  afford  to  overlook  him  any 

SJiL??^  ^''''.^  '*''*'^*»^^  *  rattlesnake. 
Woldmark  is  another  one  of  the  wise  boys.   He 

runs  one  ^k,  but  he's  under  cover  with  an  in- 
terest in  five  or  six  more.  He  comes  pretty 
^^  ^*1*/  combination  in  restraint  of  tradi 
Gt)ldtoark  does.  The  Handicap  is  going  to  be 
the  big  betting  race  of  the  meeting.  Goldmark 
has  been  tipped  to  keep  his  eye  out  for  Elisha. 
""  ™^'ma's  record 


tol 


ought  to  be  15  or  20 
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A.  ini  ^f?2° J.  *^*~  syndicate  books,"  said 

^rf^K^^S  **P?°  «"™»^  3  to  1  iid  stay 
ttere  whether  there's  a  dollar  bet  on  him  or 

J^hJ^"***^^*  Certainly,  bnt  they're  tat 
^l^^f!».^V^?-  They  figure  yin  won't 
feiI^*/i*^lP"S-  A'ld  another  thing: 
^s  wme  Sqneakmg  Henry,  this  marked^ 
gMibler,  has  gone  to  work  for  Goldmark.  ^Sree 
doUars  a  day  for  what  he  can  findTt  Is  ttS 
mfonnation  worth  anything  to  youT"  ^ 

it  might  be,  son,"  said  Old  Man  Ounr    "It 

"^^^i:   r"l"*y*>^^«^'ateron!^'^'    •    * 
nre^«f  F  T*' u  "^^  ^^  ^^^'  "^^^  don't  fig- 

^r.1S^^  '""^  itt    They're  no  Salvators,  I  ad- 

w  «A?®^  "  J^®  **®«*  ^«  «^«r  see  ii  this 
part  of  the  country.    Black  BiU  is  a  Hpn^n 

over  a  distance,  old-timer  He  won  tLf  Ji.^ 
n^e  race  last  winter  at  Sante  Ca,*' ^ 
h^  never  gone  more  than  a  mile  and  tn  eighS^ 
SJ«  .?^;"l\'°'^'  "°^  *  ^^^'   Honest,  nowf  you 

^311^  w^'  T  ^**  Worses  like  Black  Bm 
and  Begulator,  do  yout" 

aii^;.".^^^^^  ^*°  ^"3^'  "I  ^ever  think 

ffi^U'^nouU'^"  '"*"  ^"^  ^^'*  ^«^^- 
vJl®°*  wPPose  they  make  him  a  short  Drioef 
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"  Well,  maybe  he  won 't  be  a  short  price, "  said 
tteoldman.  "Yon  ^'t  teU  a  thing  about  it 
Its  this  way  with  bookmakers:  Onceinawhile 
ttiey  change  their  minds,  and  that's  where  an 
Hooesthossmangetsacrackat 'em.  Yes,  they 
get  to  foohng  with  their  Kttle  pieces  ofchalt 
I  d<mt  reckon  EUsha  wiU  be  lessen  20  to  1. 
^we  goes  the  gong  at  the  boarding  house. 

Mi|B^t  as  weU  eat  with  me  and  nurse  that  Severn 
«Wlars  all  you  can." 

J^  ?*^^  K^  Kid  rose  with  alacrity  and 
^2?  ^®^»  ^  ^**"^  «Pon  his  heart 

am  the  Ideal  hostee!    I  could  eat  a  horse  and 
chase  the  driver.   Lead  the  way,  old-timer  I" 

The  money  which  Squeaking  Henry  won  hw 
reason  of  the  marked  cards  did  him  very  Uttle 
good,  remaining  in  his  possession  barely  lonir 

nf  ^  ^  ^"^J^  If  »*  P«*«t  to  sag  a  trifli: 
Ha  lost  It  in  a  friendly  game  with  the  friends 

♦T^Vfi!  <^«7«J.«»ough  to  plan  the  raid  on 
the  Md-faced  Kid's  bank  roll,  using  Henry  m 
a  tool,  much  as  the  coastwise  Chinaman  uses  a 
eoimorant  m  his  fishing  operations.  Stripped 
of  his  opulence,  Squeaking  Henry  found  hS^ 
self  flat  on  the  market  again. 

Henry  was  a  tout,  hence  an  easy  and  eztem- 
porimeous  liar,  but,  alas,  a  duuL^y  one.  m 
lacked  the  Bald-faced  Kid's  finesse;  laAed  a^ 
Jus  ^eless  energy,  his  insatUble  curiosity,  and 

neath  the  base.     There  was  nothiii  about 
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SqaeaUy  Henry  which  waa  not  for  wOe 
body  and  soul,  he  was  on  life's  bargain  ooimter 
Bmoojs  the  remnants,  and  Abe  Gokhnarfc,  ex- 
^^Jg  the  lot,  found  a  price  tag  labeUed  three 

Qoldmark.  Yon  want  me  to  stick  aronnd  Old 
turn  Uarry's  bam  and  pump  him." 

«'r^^7*'  °^^  S®  P""P«»«»"  said  Goldmaric 
J^Jk  T?f  "^  **?L*°^  *^«  '*^«'  questions  yon 
^^.1^1^^'  P"^  ^  "•  ^^^^  imderstid. 

•ttius  meetmg,  he's  smarter.   I  want  to  know 

Jl^^h^^'  "^^^  ^"  -^^^  «>'^«»««» 

.J^^lLiL.?!"'t^*  ^  ^^^^  eonnections!" 
said  ^iieAi^  H«»y  in  great  disgust.    "He 

^Z^mF^  J^"*^'  *"**  ^^^'^  ^  ^"»te  to 
w  r!S""**^^"^*^«««8t«it-  Never 
Had  a  bettmg  commissioner  in  his  life,  and  if 

you  want  to  know  when  the  stable  money  ^ 
^^^aU  youVe  got  to  do  is  watch  Ciurry. 

"'rw  T  JL  ^i  ^"  i?*"  .'"^'•^  GoldmariL 
tod  out  things.   You  know  everything  already, 

^^n^"  "'*  -I'-s^Am^/'  mumbled  the 

^  *|That»8  my  guess,  tool"  snapped  Goldmark. 
I'm  paying  you  to  watch  that  Ourry  itaUe; 
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totoow  everjtlimg  that  happens  around  there 
»0innowon,imder8taiidr  Particularly.  I  want 

T  ItT""*!" '*^?  ^''«**^  Henry.    "Sure 
I  do  I   Big  leggy  bay  with  a  white  spot  on  his 

hi^^Welir**^"'^*'^*'*^"^"^   Do  I  know 
"I  want  to  know  when  Curry  works  him— 

old  man  thinks  of  his  chances  in  the  Handicap. 
You  can  get  me  at  the  hotel  every  night  after 
Conner.    Better  use  the  telephone.    In  case  you 

**And  say,"  Goldmark  actually  grinned  "I 

m'  f^'u^T^  "  *  soft-heartid^d  feUow. 
Why  couldn't  you  teU  him  a  hard-luck  story 

^tft     •'  !!P  '"^  v^'  ta<*-room  nightsf    Then 
you'd  be  right  on  the  ground.    Try\  hard-luck 

st^Sd"!"         ^«<>"«  you  sprung  on  me  wS 

f^^i::^:  r:L^'-^a  ^.'^s^r^ 

U^.Zy^  He  stakes  the  hustC'ev^i^^S 

"WeU,"  said  Goldmark  insinuatingly,  ''if  ha 
should  be  such  a  sucker  as  to  stake  yoi,  donH 
foj-get  you  was  on  my  pay  roU  firsti  thit's  aH 

"Aw,  whadda  you  take  me  forf"  growled 

[76]  ^ 


|««We  on*,  tned,  Jut  seldom,  if  emr  IrnT 

«d  the  h.rd.lnA  story  which  he  told  m  Mm 

and  thra^^^^'  *^^^  ^*8  overworked 

^llSSI^"'""*^  •»'"•>'<"«•'»»  in. 

,  "^that's how I'»lBd."wkiMj(«n„-t 

the  eati  aU  lUt  numli        ^^.  ^  ™™* 

'^^-'^  tf  I  j-tSTXTto  12^ 
J^^  —  >.8.rM  OH  H-ilSr^ 


IB. 


qI^^^**        "«*"«  yt^a  wo«  t  mad  taL    fit's 

atmngeto  M^,  it  was  Jmkgf  Moeefcr  J«i-. 

wl»«i]idii.    He  minded  W^mtS.-?^ 
M — ■g^  _-     .    .    ~iTf^^  ^*T  DM«i,  in  plaia 

£77J  "•■•at 


u 


ttj^wndi  of  th«  rtUta  that  aigH  hmUm  in 

food  howad.  He's  no  good  a-apatalL  They 
ketoM  him  at  Butte  last  year  riiigi?hi  ha^ 
Ace  on  'e  crap  game  'mong  frienT^i-i^W 

mJ^  ^^J^  •"  *^y  done  to  ^ 
wcai  entgor  llllm»s  outen  yo»  teeth!" 

n*!^  Ij^"^  ^*"  «jacalated  the  Uttle 
hadn  t  Vited  hmi  to  do  hie  floppin'  in  yo'  ti^ 

JIo|»,  I  redEon  you  never  heard  what  jSk 

fi^^  .?^^y  •^**'»«"  ^^«*^«<i  a  deep  tMh. 

bo«i .  t;?.l?*°'*t"«^  ^"  ^«  mnrmur^.^0, 
hOM;  he  said  inch  a  many  things  I  kain»t  sesM 

*^}^  track  of  *emaa.    Whnthe^Iotr? 

rSomethmg  ahont  the  wise  being  taS^  in 

tl^ir^own  craftiness;  IVe  f orgott^ thT^S 

hL^th^^i.  *n^.iZ.*^K'^"*  ^^^  ^  off 

«u  moiner  if .   It  seems  a  shame  not  to  aooom- 


ijo^hmi,  when  aU  he  wants  is  a  jdwe  to 
"teep-and  some  mfonnation  on  the  sidVT 
**Info»mation,  boss?" 

hZ?«?*  ^^^'^  <>^  I«*el  hav*  sent  tSs 

ifiat  8  a  tnck  they  learned  a  loBir  time  mm^ 
if^J^^y^S^t^?*  of  Egypt.  JoSS^tT^hTS 
to   en^  Ever  smce  then  they  doa»t  takTwiy 

dSlJ!!!i  •* .  ^""^  ^^^  ^^  otW  f eUow  is 

"H«i^      -S^J"^-    You  ^a6e,  Moset" 
H«BlA!"8mffed  the  little  jockey.    "I  irot 
yon  loaf  ago,  boss,  lo^>ng  ago  I "  * 

shiiJfo?^^'  sometimes  known  as  the  Sharp- 
s^ter  horse  owner  and  recognised  headTa 

^  his  stable  at  seven-thirty  on  a  Wednesday 
vonfw,^  "^"^  ^'^^  ^^*"^*-    Sleek,  blond! 

wUlT^tTot"^^  ^"^*^^'  *^  ^  -«^«^ 

It  s  me-Henry,'»  said  a  voice.    *'IVe  got 


« 


ill 


ou»  XAv  ouwr 


twwon  or  lomethixur.    Hi«  left  #n«»u     •    • 

Eiig^*   yon   ^  it»,   ElUhaf"   demanded 

homTJS'^r'ry''r~^'-    Yon  know  the 
On^  ;.^?.  ^*^  '*^'  *  '«^  ^eeks,  didn  't  yon  f 

Together  they  crossed  the  dark  spaoe  nn^ai- 

PipuW  voice  WM  lifted  in  8^7      "•»»*» 
"Oi.  'e  Atmmy,  <>»  '«  rf„,»^„  ^ 
£?;««•'»  «.<•«' W  my  5f»«r 

aSL^l'^r ""'  p'y "» /«•<•*«. 


it 
tt 


Aw.  tl«f.  only  Cnrry.3  Uttle  niSgSrSS;. 


«l^  I^  ""T  V  •'"o^  oloied,  but  by  ,». 

nervomly  ""Wungr  him,  eurs  pri<i«d 

hi.  voice  ,u.rulo™^dT„.&.'»  /» 

chuckle  nntiUe  was  fif^  ,  ^i^  >  "??»*  t" 
j^^^      uaiu  ne  was.  fifty  yards  from  Cony's 

w^Ut;.."^''  *""»^«  ^*"y.  "»  "«  him. 
other  onpple,  on  you,^but  that  was  EJisS  all 


r 


iiiilliiilta 


0U>  MAM  OUBBT 


"T  wf  I."?*  "^  *  ^*^  «^»"  laid  Emrle 

■kate  f OP  lif e  rf  he  doea.   Five^i^thi,ye,  J!; 
a  mJe  and  a  half?   No  chancer*  ^   * 

''You'll  tell  Goldmarkf" 

"Yes,  ni  teU  him.   So  long." 

■^fjjjwed  np  in  the  gloom.  *■ 

.  trlll^T  ^  "^^^  '^^  he,  "and  BKsha 


on 


atrJlhV  ?t  '*  '  *"  "^^^^  I  teU  yon.  It's 
Kr^^t'  J^?,»««n  th«  ^OTBe  myself,  ahi»t  IT 
Know  him?    Man  aUve,  I  had  the  skitJTn iny 

^  mv'^'Sr^^  ?  """^"^^  I  ongM  fo  Low 
fluiL    Why,  there's  no  question  alSut  it    He's 

^^R*hni  L'^''  ^"'^  *  "^0°  to  one  to 
Don  t  talk  tome!  Haven't  I  seen  strained  twi- 


llr:i'! 


WiinTiBcJ^  ^  happen  to  a  race  hona." 

Devlin',  bi^  w£.rL^^*ir&«^  »'«'  '* 

"ni.«       ..        ""  •"  ">«  way  over  hsra  >' 

Oho,  M>  It  was  Henrr  ehf "  nu  «   ^ 

rambled  behind  hiT^ct^L?    ""  °"^ 

U>i-  way  "bont  hLt    H?^  Stl?^"'  "»'• »'» 

"Come  and  see  for  yourself »»  bo.-^  rku  »* 
Curry,  taking  h:.  i    x  J""""©"!    said  Old  Man 

.«^Il      i^'"'^*«™'romtlieDeir    Af^ 
an  interval  they  retnmeH  fn  *i,«  *    u  ®*    '^^^ 

h.;^.:,T:fdo^,!?j^5r'^!^5<*  int  h^, 

cap  coming  on  and  aU  ' '  "*  "*®  ^"*^- 
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starting  him  with  his  leg  in  this  shape,  old- 
timer  f" 

" 'M— ▼«!!»  no,  not  in  this  shape,  exaddy." 
"Bnt  Lordy,  man,  the  Handicap  is  on  Satur- 
day and  here  it  is  Wednesday  night  already. 
Yon  can't  fix  np  a  leg  like  that  in  two  days, 
ron  re  going  some  if  you  get  it  straightened  out 
m  two  weeks.  Of  course,  you  can  shoot  the 
leg  full  of  cocaine  and  he'll  run  on  it  a  little 
ways,  but  asking  him  to  go  a  mile  and  a  half 
—confound  it,  old-timer  I  That's  murdering  a 
giune  horse.  You're  liable  to  have  a  hopeless 
cripple  on  your  hands  when  it's  over.  I  tell 
you,  if  Elisha  was  mine- 


tt 


^9^  ^  o^^  a  real  race  boss,  son,"  said  Old 
Man  Curry.  "Now  run  along,  Frank,  and  don't 
try  to  teach  your  grandad  to  suck  aigs.  I  was 
doctoring  bosses  before  you  come  to  this  coun- 
try at  all,  and  I'm  going  to  doctor  this  one  some 
more  and  then  go  to  bed." 

Shortly  thereafter  the  good  horse  EUsha  en- 
tertaaued  a  visitor  who  brought  no  lantern  with 
him,  but  operated  in  the  dark,  swiftly  and  si- 
lently. Later  a  door  creaked,  there  were  muf- 
fled footfalls  under  the  stable  awning  and  one 
resounding  thunxp,  as  it  might  have  been  a  shod 
hoof  striking  a  doorsill.    Stni  later  Squeaking 

P®5!7l'f  ^""°«^  *®  ^^^  P<>8*  0^  <*^ty»  saw  a  Hght 
in  Ehsha's  stall  and  looked  in  at  Old  Man  Curry 
applying  cold  compresses  to  the  left  foreleg  of 
a  gaunt  bay  horse  with  a  small  splash  of  white 
in  the  centre  of  the  forehead. 
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I'How  they  coming,  miclet"  asked  Henry. 
^    Oh,  abont  the  same,  I  reckon,"  was  the  re- 

fJ,W^?*w7'".^*^"^y-   Yon Ve  been 

*^*  ^.^^"^  ""^^^y  *«  ^y  ^y  Saturday.'* 

Wisdom  crieth  without,'  "  quoted  Old  Man 

STt^sTe?"""^-    "  *She  uttereth  her  voice 

"Jl^/*  Jl.^"*^*^  yourself,"  argued  Henry, 
Jf^.  I^^J.ho^  sore  he  is.  You're  in  big  luA 
if  heam't  lame  a  whole  month  from  now '' 

'^eU,"  said  Old  Man  Curry, ''Toiron  says 
tttat  the  righteous  man  regardoth  the  Ufe  of  Ms 

J!S^  ^**ff'  *^.!1  Squeaking  Henry  chuckled 
Solomon  didn't  know  about  bowed  tendonk 

"And  I'm  Kstening,"  said  Old  Man  Currv 
patiently.  -Wisdom  wUl  die  with  you,  I  reS 
iienry,  so  take  care  of  yourself. ' ' 

If  the  Jungle  Circuit  knew  an  event  remotely 
3?^^°^^*  turf  classic,  it  was  the  North- 
western  Handicap,  by  usage  shortened  to  **the 

SS^"*^:,  r,  ^*  J*^  *^^^^  MetropoKtan,  Sub- 
urban,  and  Brooklyn  roUed  into  one.    The  win- 

nwT  '''il?^^  "^^^  garlands,  the  jockey  was 
photographed  m  the  floral  horseshoe,  and  the 
fortunate  owner  pocketed  something  mc^re  than 
two  thousand  dollars-a  large  su^  of  m^^ 
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^^^  to  the  average  jungle  owner. 

v«o?®  ^^*  ?m"®^  '"^  training  were  entered  each 
year  and  while  a  scornful  Eastern  handicapper 
would  doubtless  have  rated  them  all  amo^ 
cheap  seUing  platers,  they  were  still  the  Sngs 
nL^it  J^5^^  *^.^«'  «°»aU  toads  in  a  smallS 
llf^f  *°^  ^J^"-  S^°«al  struggle  was  antici- 
fhlflTT^^^^'  .^^^^  candidate  appeared  in 

wA  i^iw*  ^°''?^^  ^°°«'  because  the  purs^ 
was  worth  tirmg  for  and  each  owner  was^ed- 
ited  with  an  honest  desire  to  win.  The  Handi- 
cap was  emphatically  the  *'big  betting  race" 
of  the  season.  * 

This  year  Black  BiU,  famed  for  consistent 
perf onnance  and  abiUty  to  cover  a  distance  of 
??i^?  !.  Y^  *  pronounced  favourite.  Black 
BiU  had  been  running  with  better  horses  than 
the  jungle  campaigners  and  winning  from  them 
and  It  was  popularly  beUeved  that  he  had  bton 
shippci  from  the  South  for  the  express  pur° 
pose  of  capturing  the  Handicap  purse.    His 

whf  %f  1  "J  *^"  "^''^^^  ^«^^«°  won  in 
what  the  turf  reporters  called  "impressive 

tt'^^l^^V^.  *^  ««y  *^«t  Jockey  G^^ 
te fii^'''^^?'^  home  three  lengths  in  fr^ 
of  his  field  and  but  for  the  strength  in  his  arms 
the  gap  would  have  been  a  much  wider  one. 

JSegulator,  a  sturdy  chestnut,  and  Miss  Am- 
n^wj!  rr'*''^  brown  mare,  were  also  high  in 

[86] 


liii;:^ 


a  loHfTst  .^*     '*"*  ■"■*  »  •«"<>  ri<>«  "nd 

waitinfl:  for  th«  nffi/.ioi  »       *  crowa.   ue  was 
third  fa^     tL  ?^  announcement  on  the 

g^op  into  a  hor,e  Z.  Zt^  S?  of  ^L? 
Cor^  IS  crazy,  bnt  he  ain't  q«fte  as  c^^L 

"Daan   Ai         ""Kilt,"  gnimed  Goldmark. 

.w^    '  ^'  *  ™»°  "nsW  to  be  arrested!  f^ 

"^f  "^"•l,^^''*  condition.''        "*  '"' 

a  sudden,  tense  smJ^TZ^J^^^^ZZ 
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masB.  A  dozen  bookmakers  turned  leisurely  to 
their  slates,  a  dozen  pieces  of  chalk  were  poised 
aggravatmgly-and  a  hoarse  grunt  of  disap- 
pointment  rose  from  the  watchers.    Black  Bm 

H«.5?3'''^'.^®''  ^^*  ^*  ^^««  *o  ^  threes! 

Holy  Moses      What  kind  of  booking  is  this, 
anyway?   Miss  Amber,  2  to  1. 

"M^e Jem  all  odds  on  and  be  done  with  itP* 
sneered  the  gamblers.  *'Talk  about  your  syn- 
^cate  books  I  Beat  five  races  at  tiiis  trai  Sd 

t^a""  hSTp '^   ""^^^  ^""^  ^°°  "^^^  ^^**  «»«  «i^ 

One  bookmaker,  more  adventurous  than  his 
fellows,  offered  4  to  5  on  Black  Bill  and  wm 
mimediately  mobbed.  Then  came  the  prices^ 
the  outsiders.  Simple  Simon,  8  to  if  Penoer 
and  Salt,  12  to  1;  Ted  Mitchell  and  EverhSS?^ 

''Aw  be  gamel"  taunted  Al  Engli.    "Only 

rT7\^  "^n**  ^°^  ^^^  *h<>«t  himf  He  ought 
tol!«100,40,and20I    Be  game  I '»  ^ 

^    'Who's  doing  this?"  demanded  Goldmark. 

W^^f/^*??*?'"^'''  Make  your  bets!  We 
haven't  got  aU  day.  Black  Bill,  6  to  10.  Sim- 
pie  Simon,  40  to  5.    Thank  yot*,  sir.'- 

thPrL'°fl  ?*i?^°J*  ^^^  ^^"^  ^^^  rubbed 
tbe  red  flannel  bandage  on  Elisha's  leg,  stop- 

^%?r  ^""^  ?^°  *^  «^«^«r  questions 

H'liT   Yes,  been  a  little  lame.    WiU  he  lastT 
[88] 


™n5yo?lr^  Wh«,  r*"*  *°  ^*'*'  ^  didn't  I 
what?"  *  '"PP*°*  *»  tJ^s  horse  or 

seven  dXrJ  k«  ^-   i'-^??  ''*  ?»*  ""y  »f  that 

on  the  groM^    *^'"  ••"  ""'*"  P°'  «hat  f-ot 

-^i^'in^tT^tifdC^rsi 

Mebbe  so,  Frank,  mebbe  su  "  wap  fl,«  ,«;i^ 
response  "bnf  /i/i«»*  i^a        .  "'     ^'^^  ^'^^  mila 

got  no  hoense  to  be  odds  on  »»  * 

[89] 


S.  ± 


.«||!il 


OU  mir  CUBIT 


'  ^y»»  Jaterl"  aaid  the  BaW-faoed  Kid" 
JHd  Man  Cuny  heaVed  litU.  Moee  Into  the 

the  first  mile  WW  v!  *^  ""^  »»'  »'  " 
np  too.  wX  i?t  a  b^eTlf  "V""  ""'• 
and  thafU  ooa»trthe  uft  SSrt^r^tT^''^ 
I.un,,Mt  like  his  dutdo^jSSJf"-  ®'''"'* 
•  1  /*?  '?'''  **'<'  Jockey  Jnnen  "U  ti_ 
P'  to  be  his  shadder  he?I  .i,„.  *..•  ?i™«^ 

»^s^«n;  behind  hi^"^L2t%.::S?dt.'S 

P^e^-^Ts^j-e^^to^^^e 

•fe""^*  sedately,  as  was  hie  h^? 
terS:L~S»'J"'*«'*.«»tTeIo"X;bet. 

coke  in  thH^rW  into  ^T^J^^rte"!'"  *^ 

^t  soreTg  «dTerq^t°°'BlS.^7, "' 
hk^hemoneytome.  He\ *tola^^e*t^;"e i^tSl 

-keii^ee^ee^^^-^^^o^eys^ 


• 


ot  adverse  SiJJT  T^^  *""  *  '^"^ 
"umers  were^^^'.^y'  »»  the  front 

ri«r and  thiu  iSd  to^-!!?^?  *°,  **»*  «>•  b"- 
the  boys  »  tte  WwSiSSSl'^^""'*'  "^o 
%  to  secure  „  X  sffilf  ore  tLT  V*^!' 
began  to  teU  on  their  mmnll    !       'e«d,Pad8 

h.«'^Mea"'^J~ -^  e^t^ient  two 
iiW  for  the  word     ffi,"  ""«"•  P?»'tion8  wait- 

EBsha,  8tretT™„^*°!o  r  ^""1  ^'"  «"<> 
the  worst  nf  «,rr  P'    "  '^''om  a  few  yards 

the  Zer  o  ^^^^tTT  ""'""'f-  ^^  "^ 
Grogan  on  tteflvonritfT^f*  *!'?''''<'  ^^^y 
toward  the  webtor«>.  V     k^'?"'  ''»"«  e'Jsed 

swinginir  forward    A  o-*/  ^^'^^  *™®  came 

tbe  bC  sZTl  Mll'Sr  A^T  IT"'" 
the  starter  a  annf f^-;         •      ®*   -^  ^*>a''  from 

o^dnst-rraeTwi^t^""^' 

[91] 


OLD  lC4y  0T7BBT 


lu,\^.  «"•  *^  the  offidl  rtarter  mopp«l 

eye  to  the  long  jonrner     s?»  i  "^  '""'  «» 

per  jmd  Sdt,  ^JdTjMiS'eSSlS  ?*»" 
bnsk  struffffle  fm.  fi,^ ..  «"«*ieu  engaged  in  a 

the  latteVff^r^  \i    ^"i*^  Poeition  ad 

the'-o^ts"^  A^di^'ee r '^  keeplSgTp^^ 
to  Black  B 11.  He  tS^J^, '^  »<>  »«'«•  thing 
and  knew  that  thpvi?.?  1. 1°?*  rniuera  before 
final  quarter'*  tji':  hL'tllU'if »  ^"^ 
■n?  him,  stride  for  stride  *"•  °'"**- 

<rrS'^yto?l::5t  th'^  '^•'  ?•*<»  «''<*<'" 
heard  tte  ^S  °fi^?  P~*-    J^^key  Jones 

irr»dstt/rnd1.if,reSfle"  "*  "-"<'  '"« 

"h.Tnel'X^::iJ:'f^  — ."  said  he, 
eatin-  ow-'Xst  an'  Z-f  ™J*"  "'«'''"  >» 

IX^:,^r  -V-    -^  X-waT^f  a' 
"ders,  nervous  and  ^^erea^ettre'^" 


their 


^  ' ni'SJ^'TSrd'l"^. «■"-  too 

wnoe  of  fegStOT  b„r.^\"^™o-iao  ad- 
moved  np  thVbro^  »  *•  '**»*''«  hone 
r  m  tenS..         •""  "^  "»*  with  him,  on 

.^^Mh1?^?ljS^'T^o«>begoe„.. 

M.A.    t^ir,^^  Txma  that  wav »»  ««:j  ^i. 
<«««•    **Wait  till  he  mT-  ffc?^ '     ^*^  *^®  ^se 

^lawn,  wri^Sis  W  iS*J°  *  .1^<>1  on  the 

tjge  for  that  bird  to  q^f  »P!!?iT*^-     ^^^«t 

^?.«in't  got  any  Kc?Me  to^"^  ^^  *^  ^^««J^- 

l€g  like  that!"    ^    ^*®  *o  nin  a  nnle  with  a 

favourite  like  a  atpf^l         ^-    ^^Ofiran  sat  the 


7"  .tin  afSfe'eBd'^;^^  Bm  «"  Eliaha 
Amber  had  manaeed  f°\r*  J'™«e«8ioii.    Miss 

--whistra^tttK^r-rt.' 


"CUissT    That  BkateT"  said  he.   "Stay  with 
us  ai  long  aa  you  can.   This  i«  •^^  fc^^Z    • 
ger,  a-a-a  horse  I"  ^^^  '*°"®'  '»^- 

Black  Bai  WM  beginning  to  run  at  last  as  the 
^and  stand  acknowledged  with  f renried  yeuL 
les,  he  was  ranninff.  bnt  a  mhiti^  iw^Tv      ^ 
nmning  with  hST  .fSrA^^*.^*^  ^**"®  ^*8 
Cmrrv^fV^r^S    iT^®  '**'  ■*"^®-    Old  Man 

Mose    '^h J^°  *"'..'■'■•  •"»"  ">«"'"  taunted 

-t  ^izTw  *  '^  "•* ""  '*«' «» «*«»*- 

[94] 


BT  A  RAIB 


lave  been  be.tug,„^t«-2^»inf«  ••  weU 

"bJ^Z^'^^  ''"'"' 

IwdflniA,  oo^°XS^  hero  of  many  J 

<^'^  deafening  chmoi^Z^'  '^''  "»™o»ed  by 
P?«k«d«JTand.SS  "eJi^jSSfv'^own  from  the 

lu».  eye-«nd  took  a  ST^?*  *"r~  '^«' 

Pnonhment,  faltered  for  rt.  r??'"'  """""J  to 
•  !»cond,  aid  caCon  a^*"/"'*'* ^'f '*"'  °^ 

•itl.  a  stubby^i  „^  "^»°P"i>'diced  man 

'■n  i^aginar/lSTanT^' t^'^-i"'*''  ««~" 
Jo  Mw  the  black.    '°j!^         ^y  h'-^'J  l^fore 

*»««/" said hT^.Th^.t."    ""'  "y Vw 

np  the  iimLf*7  wi?~»^'"^*o'-   Han? 

better  ho«e  4^  T^^'v^"'  **"*  EBsha  is  f 

"Yeh,"  MM?fc.^'* ^P" o^t for bciwrl" 

yon.   Ho  had  a  cSS^I^I  f""^<*  "* 
iorse's  head  flop  t^bS:,S"*''«  'et  that 

f»6] 


OLD  MAX  outaer 


Ita  biX  Afe"^  "-d  interviewed  till 

the  a3d^ii,'^-?^^«.ta  response  of 
And  yet  I  don»f  Wi«»,  °^^^^f  I  know  more. 

"TJ/"""®^  ^^-   <^*e  a  gob  of  it »» 

"Hen!"d  mV?™  to  bet  on  himT" 
ileU  I  "wailed  the  Bald-faced  eV  ««tt 
lame-he  couldn't  walk  fh«  Sri  *  ^®  ^^^ 
^W^Ho.eooid'^te'^^-^Bet 

evg|!^"o?'^*^J>^  -?;/>u  ..He. 
l.e.'Jin^W^iSnt  ^'  ■»*  '^'>-'  -«»  t~k  M. 

something  has  come^ff  here  A' i",""^'  T'  •"" 
dn*  of  the  su^er*^^"'-'-  '^'^  ^  the 

m 


BY  A  HAIB 


«ip^C' •""*"  ""'  *•  »^,"  was  the  m^ 

^or  instant  tW^Cf^ek^T '-">^  t^ge. 
when  you  want  to  bny  a  bf  .  i   »'"  •>«  worked 
at  him  for  «  minnje    I»  .H  "''^'P  ""J  "n  get 
"d  thread  and  a  hWC^h'^l''  »  ""^^ 
There's  a  spot  in  the  W  Tk     *  ?»"'«  »««• 
come  together,  and  thStriAil^"  ""*  ^"^'"^ 
hair  in  between  the  tend7ni°l?' *"''•»»- 
ends  jnst  long  enoLh  «,T  '"^  '"^  »«  the 
again.    Best  Mri  rf  th.  »  •  T-"  """  ^^  'em 

the  hoss  nonefbnt  hetotlt!:  H  '°°''  ''-'« 
won't  hardly  rest  hi,  frZ      J  '  ""ere  and  he 

palled  out.    Aen  he'I  «  '^  *^  '^"■"^ «« it's 
"  Wely !"  gr^nl'i'  ^."^  «f  new  agaiu.  -. 

yon  so  c,ose.n.StS-,.'  "^^  makes 

ww,e5^:r;eKr:r  i'^^  ^^ '"'«" 

a-many.  Iknewthere  wis,  '  f  »?««<!  quite 
aewed  up  EUsha  on  wXj'^^"' ?«™P.  and  I 
see  him.  aI  Enrie  cam»  "'^  """^  '«*  ^enry 
Jjakesure.  I  had  ttelSL  ^^  ""*  P^^*"  to 

^  Ton  saw  Elisia  ttif  ,  **^'"  .'»''*^''8  ^r 
whole  kit  and  boiW  nf  '^  "•«'"'  and  the 
notions  fixed  in  yom?hf /""«»'  «  oonple  of 

EBsh.isecon,i''that"el^s^:T^t*?'"  "  "« 
^on  expected,  when  vlni    u?*!'* '«™« toes. 

again,  you'd  ^eTa  61^1^  ?*^  "  *^*  "tall 
mt  on  his  forehead-W  W  n"**^  "  "^^o 
't  wasn't  the  same  one  "  '"» ^''  *«''  «mt 


^^1 


.jLhUi'^^    ^ 


IT  But  nobody  irot  a  loot  u* !.;«  •    u  ?*» .  ,    * 
Jiirht  Ann      A**^  *  ** '"™  ™  bnght  day- 

T»^«i       1?^  ®°^  ^®®  versey,  as  thev  sav 

^hat  was  coLtogofff^^  **"  y""  **"  ""> 

"1^  lor  quite  a  mess  of  monev     Tfa  ««  au 
Goldmark's  bonV  o«^  t\vj^^'    ,    ^  **°  -^^ 

~~  bS?  iS^Lf  .   "*"  '  "^^  »'  J^  l"'  was 


[MI 


THE  LAST  CHANCE 


Ino.  fcoi#  ^?^  """^  ^«8  a  sniffline  whin 
u»g,  naif  portion  of  harH  iii«t      f'     ,V*' 
grace  to  the  disrennfpw;       *     .^'^  ®°^  »  dis- 

kJS  h-rd  look  with  iim     n*.      *•,.  ^«  ""■'"es 
fiuw  awfnl- hiTS  *     •    -^^  "  cockeyed  some- 

"hy  dear  aorose  thlLl^   ''^""''"'^^™*8 
from  him.^"  f^th-^*^!"*  "°«  t»  «et  away 

won't  Usten  to  vonr  «„«  '''!'"'  «  «»»'« 

<*««8e  your  system  of  .1    "T'  "'»  «"■«  *<> 

Calamit?  peCts  "onl^Ke  tS^  •'''I*?* 
favour,  and  that'n  <■.,  !,->!,   ?V  ""c.^ung  m  his 

»  thief  and,  by  «onv  r-  ^^'  '^  '"o**  '»» 
^ake  a  ancker  put  down  a^t  wTth  tt?' •'" 
-^•.oH.rorthi'I^^^^I^a^'^t^e..^ 


''I 

I     J 


^■1 


0U>  MiM  ODUr' 


lie'»  abont  aa  mneb  heb  to  *  l.n^>  T" 

jaae  of  the  heaveT  Ita  duiid  STlf  '  ^^' 
!»  manage,  to  Uvel"      ^^  "*  ^  ^<"' ''»'» 

a^«„H^^^'  a'?i,;?catr^^^L' 
XuZii.""  ""conriBcmg  liar,  and  the  few 
r^Pp--X"^-toMse.nn„, 

The  dirert  and  ^™-"-      '       ""  eross-eyed. 
necessiSIn  th»T^    °?  *?"*  '»  "»  '•>»<""*« 


l.o!i^^*.*^"^P'"  said  the  Kid       *^Whrr    '^  1. 

of  speech.  There  won  'fil  ^'^  y""  '^^e' 
the  wicked,  it  sa«  ZZ.1  ^  ^^  "=«  ^^ter  for 
«m't  a  fit  ™biTtolfe%t2^  «jd.  ai.yw.y,  it 
pretty."        "^    '  ™ Jo«e  abont   Itdontsonnd 

sr-'^-'--^^e^?srndfr:.;^,^ 

<t2t"f^e%'-l^''i,^,^«  JO"  word  ^- 
sake,  what  doing?''  ^^    ^*^^  Heaven's 

Bo^T^!^?  *  '*'"^  ''^^"^  ^or  a  man  named 
^^ptr^^^^^^^^^^^^  <^oee  Caw. 

any^Jr^^'ro^Vt'^e^^^^^^^^^^^^  f  -^-:  -^' 

on.    HopwoodwasovIrWeZ-"^^^^^  ^ 

iting  around  and  rettinrri     •  formng,  vis. 

Awful  gabby  old  co^tHt-^T''*^*^'  ^«  «ai^ 
«P  in  Butte,  and  used^o  irf  *  T."""?^  «*«^« 


t'    . 


i^a 


J  ' 


OLD  juy  opaay 


track  once  in  a  whila    «««.*   *  ^t.  " 

got  hold  ofWm^  «oM  ^?  ^'  *^^««  »>w^r8 

'our  legs  anH  Si     TheX^r*^*  ^*^ 
sure  Mionirh  rufto  iu7-      f^  ***'°  him  it  was  a 

"<*on.  Hopwood  has  S  uTk,*^  *"*-  ^ 
-and  .  I««=eat.ge  of  tS't  ^X^f  °""* 
j^AtauB  the  Bald-faced  Kid  la'nSl.^^, 

«^dH  "tatTdl^^'SL'?™  *'*'y  "^"te." 
wongh'  to  moh  M  f^  %'^'^^  ^"  bW 
yoa  tell  this  poor  nut  "h^  St^*^'  °^^'^ 
trying  to  hom  hi  war  fa?i  )t  T  "?  '««™t, 
with  one  lonelfffl  ^nS  ""'/""W'*  Cironit 
handle  himf"  """^  *  ""^an  jim  to 

^^«^'lt'th?lf  ^  ^'  "I  'Ji*''*- 
aon  says  abont  ttlt  sort  -^?v^°r  '""t  Solo- 

^  **Idonot."answered  tt«  1^'  '^°°'*  y""'" 
m  be  the  ^t  aHsMl    T^^^^i'^Ptly,  "bat 

"  'AnswOTnn*  ;  I   1      '""t  does  he  sayf 

lest  C'lsc^  Bk^l ?r?r<'i?«  to  his  f^V, 

Man  Cnrry  "^d  iSf*™'"  ^      footed  Old 

nothing  bat  Vm^i'^Z'Z^':^  ^  ^'^' 
Pd.  anyway,  people  don 't^^*'!  r'  "«?^ 
■ng  out  their  mistakes  Tt^?  ^°°  ^^  PO'^t- 
iS«t  mad  at  a  i^  S^f  „     '"^°  ""tnre  to 


IHlHaf  0HA»O» 


way  i«  to  let  him  trr  it  .  »i,-.      TT 

money  to  find  oSttTt'tr^*-  »'"  cost  him 
place  for  himZn  S^XT'^J'""  »  »  «'« 
tte  horse,  a  brTie  ?or  the  ^If"  '/  ''^P  '" 
the  fool's  back.'  That's  S„i'  """*  »  "^  fo^ 
wood  has  got  the  «M  „    Solomon  again.   Hop- 

"By  the  mv  dM  M       '  .  *=''*""'ed  the  Kid 

„  "That's  thf  beft  2.1^  "?  ^»  heavy  workf " 
Onrry.  "Ho^waS  ,?.m  ?"'  »«''*  OW  Man 
the  line.  where'ffiS^'ti"  „»tT  1*  ""  ^d  ^ 
a  look  at  what  ttey  sSh  h"^. '°  ■•*■  "o  take 
dollars."  ''^  "*'<*  ^im  for  five  hundred 

-»!' "HhXofinfdT';?'^  '"«  Kd,  ris- 

'"xJKid^srP'"'^'""' 

as  he  worked  I?*tn^«!  ""«  «  "«*-  and 
breath.  The  tone  sSS  ?"*  "'"'«'  "» 
SJare  of  a  head  throsf'S^j'.?''  '«  became 

The  Bald-faced  kid  ghnS/.*?,?  <?*"  <'»«'• 
l"s  jaw  dropped        *     ^  "  ^^e  horse  and 

iatT'%^i!j^£»«  ^»n.»>';. he  eiacu- 
I«8t  Chancel    Tee  iVh,      !?•*  ="PP«d  him 

a.??"'' """'"  -"- ht  ^Sghrto^bTrts 

"^t's  it  ,0  your^^owled  Little  Oahun- 


'i 


OLD  MAir  ojjjggf 


"The  worst  horsTMH  «.-.'. "  manner. 

"ere,  triM^^„^'''"  '"^'"<'  Calamity.  "I 

8nr  get  by  if  he  cm     Ttll    '■^'  "P^  '«»  » 
against  it  ind  had  nh.„ir°  "?"  "K""  "P 

kno^.^orf,y„„,'o^»5^^^ybody  .ronnd 

fa^E^fh^rt'i^:  'ir'"4^  *'  ««i<i- 

pnderhis  wande^^eyrin  *"*?'"  •">"»»» 
ions,  wistfnl  lookrf  /  ifii?^ »  "*  *'/"'  *^«  ««- 

««»  fonnd  a  bine  and  fears  thi?^'"'-,^  '"<* 
away  from  him  It^  ^i  '*  "'"  •»  taken 
evenaratlifc^Gilli^r^I'L'^  *"  '^«  Kid  that 
feelings  as  may ii "on^gl'T'  ''<"i»8»-™^ 
cal  di^mf or?^  And  t W  l^  '"'«*^  ""0  P^y^- 
des^te  earnestt:':rhi;X"'"'"'^««'« 

Yon  don't  knoV.     A^d  tZ   X^^^S^  *»'"«''• 
»me  along.    It  ainfmy  faSlt  tf'a,^°'"'J°<' 

^^  a  Ifc^""- r'^-  ^^  «?"'^: 
else  wonld  Ce'^iS?^"h4°tri-^-b,dy 


fl04] 


's 


Thm  LAST  0HAHO» 


tt»e  ilnt  pieoe  of  hick  I  Ve  h«H  JT 

I  want  it  a  chance  tn  J!-  ^^  ?*""  y««'-    AJl 

-longashelMS^d  J  ?*.  "^^^  *^»  '«M^ 
myself.  That  aS^X*X**^'«<»<>' change  for 
my  only  chanUTo  eter;!'^^^^^  "T  ^^^J 
hun  away. »'  "JWar;  don't  go  acarmff 

h««  and  paused,  whS  .tV."!?'"  °i  «"> 
»*«"•    A  new  owners' l25      ?*  ''"X"'  »'  U>e 

from  time  to  timeTtt  C^/'"."'**'8«"d 
peered  in  «t  UbI  Cblmt  "T^*"*  Pride.  He 
B«W-faced  sT^^  ">d  beamed  npon  the 

0'  a  jovial  owl.        ^^  ™"  **«  aPPearance 

"Well,"  said  he  heartilT  "T  ... 
ni«r  him  over,  yom,  man     B  '^  ^°''  "  '»<^ 
Jo<«lithim,aidIttf^!- ,^«  »  fine,  I  j„rt 

floe-looldng  horse,  ehr'^'**"P-  ^™«y 
.ll!^<'"'"»ded  gravely. 

"Somehor"e"±i,tV.T''°r'" 
•»>ity  fervently     ??!„'      "^^^.^  ^  ^tth  Cal- 

»»«Pe,  boss,  and  I-ll  2lT'  1'"  ^  «««  him  in 
he  is  I"  "  "'"'^  yo"  how  mnch  horse 

MelSle^^:.?^'^  ""  ^-^-^-'""-^  Kd.  "is  «, 

"Frank,"  said  Old  Man  Gn«^  u 
»»«  more  of  a  fool  ofTat  H^'  ^^°  '"  '^- 

«  «,at  Hopwood  than  the 


i  ■'■ 


_<»">MAy  OUWT 


I^rd  intended  him  to  b«  •nH  uZ      T " 

"Becaii««  h^V    7®'*  '**  '**™  alone! »' 

what  .iU  mT  He  is  T  thr^^'  ""•  «^  '^' 
what  makes  him  BOffonW    \^^."' 


"It  aone^t.    Ton  Bi!o.<.tT  x  °  more,  it 

pockets  and  give  ?hem™i^?1.?\'*"  P'<*  ^' 

"The  booSe«  won'f -f*??""^**"-" 

take  .war  f rom  S,^ "  t«  f?*  "^ '^t  they 

joinder.   "This  felW  i,..     *       careless  re- 

w.  He  c^mti'TXAf^r"^:" 

screams  for  heln  «nrt  i..  aoiiar  nntil  the  eagle 
Granuan.  If  he  w.  ?f  V-F  ^^^  <>'  B"er 
flmn  a  ten^oUar^o  e  ' La,t'r^""'*  "^  ""^ 
the  second  race  to-morrow-inL^?""^  «°*'  *° 
meeting-and  I'm  ^ZT.Z^Tl'!^'"  ?'  the 


to  have  a , 
ing  orders, 


5^^s'r^-^:jttt- 
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LAST 


OBAirOI 


to  buy  iome  of  th/^i'  '*'P?W  «"«  ohninp 
alKjut  the  other  day.S^"***  "«"  y"  "Poki 

bn^te,rn;;;b^01d  Man  Corry. 
■nit  hini  on  inn  .'iji  *   '^"''"«'' 

For  a  horae  thJSd  n^ '"  "''  ""^  <>«?'" 
Chance  made  a  nir  .^^  ""*  «  race,  Last 

Little  CaiZtyf^ZZs'St^  ?«  P"«'<'^ 
M  a  trainer,  had  drZT  u  *"'  abortcominm 

by  «tra  actiwaes  "T  ht  ^^  *•",  °*«"  ""^ 
band.  The  big  chesfnntl,^?'"""*^  as  stable 
polished  nntil  his  It^t^''  ^*?  K^'omed  and 
and  bine  ribbon,  were^J^d^'-  °^°"*  '^  »atin 
other  nonwinnersw^ref  .""?•* '°»°»-  The 
dogs  when  eompSe7^thA.'??i<"'«»<r  lot  of 
owner's  bosom  sweUeJ^.hlS"'"'  ?'^  the 


^''Oh-hnh,"  sawXKilt^" ""*''"'«  "'" 
tbe  r61e  of  adrt4  .^f '  ^^°  ""»  P™«nt  in 
P«P  fo^lay."  •      °*  'eenw  to  be  fall  of 

■*«  a  matter  of  fact  T  ..t  m. 
ons.    He  knew  Sat  a  f  Jt?'.*  ''^""oe  was  nerv- 
"raaUy  followed  by  1 1^«°  the  paddock  was 
whip  and  a  prodding  ^thb^«  ^^  a  rawhide 

[107]  *"'"'''*■"*  tbe 


1- 


If 
>'U  if 


W^v!^ J^h"'  ^^^^  "^  ">e  fire  in  hf. 
know."  Mm  i«  new  to  me,  yon 

"Netting iThere  to  1«,^kS  "^r      •"•»  '«'• 
NeveHofkua°n^k'e*X'~rt:'^'SJl'- 

-^i^^ri^'^j^U^-  "Not- 

^Z  E?*  ^r^„^^''  f  -e  he  win.,.. 
ri»«  if  he  does.    IV^^V  «°  ^°""  »  'h' 


look  all  rightt*>   R..4  ^u   «>. «  — 

1-^^  tut  cu":^  ^^i"  """^^ « 

hedoingf.."*"^'   Where  i,he»  How', 

ite';,Sr^^ti«;?  ^f "t  »p  m  tr^t  ^ 

^e«  i«  he  nowT"        '«»•'•••  And  nowf 

It's  «"«£S/';LtX'^t/"*  '^■«^- 
yonbetr"         K*"*^?  for  hun.   How  much  did 

Where  18  he  nowf" 

.p^?ltt"^xlX"-lHe  o„,ht  to  win 
lundhim."  ^  '*  Poking  to  death  be- 

Out  I  said  he  was  a  cood  h«T         *^®  ^'^e^'- 
'Sure  you  did,  and^e         '1;  'f'^^^^rl- 
Well,  if  th-t  ain't  arffrJ!  'i.*  *  ®^»  *°°«h  ^nck! 
'Whatisitt"  «S  *I^^^*™ef'' 

happen^/-  "    **«««red  Hopwood.    -What 


Wrted  ta  this  g^e.  liSeS.  you  *^^- 
jonietunes  you  l..e.    Good  mn^jJ^^S^ 

Ib&t  8  the  proper  spirit!  Keep  after  'em!" 

hst^ho  way  in  spite  of  a  rawhide  taC  ol 

™^*.^*^?"^  ^*  "i»l>i°g  to  forestan  a 
ttfSt"'  *"?™?1:  '""^o  «  Ws  business  to  have 

^P«ttv  r''\^°Pr»~''  '«"«»«  the  horn 
ITetty  tough  luck,"  said  the  KiH  '<»Ii? 
•nmped  in  the  streWb  when  you^d  t^*""^ 
w»^"   lattle  Calajnity  eta^el'from'nntr  a" 
P^^  cp  m  blank,  uncompreheudl:; 

<,»1K;,^.,^*"^    "Bmnped.  .  .  .  Aw, 
"Well."  «id  the  raj^ythe  boe.  oonldnt «., 


THl  LAST  CHAITOB 


*nd  I  was  telling  him  abonf  ♦».-  Z — 

to  me  as  if  the^  Ci^'^^'^^-   ^'  looked 

nin  out  of  hixn    H^li  hp«^!».^^P^°^  ^^ok  the 

breakin'  shTs  theli^tV^^^^^  »>^<*  like 

his  breath:  ^'r^^rTTJrT       ^^^^  °«der 
fl/i/"  ^ourea  pretty  good  guy  after 

"Well,"    was    ♦fc^ 

"don't  Kd  yo^self  that  uKr    ''^'^^'''' 
Since  it  vaa  hi.  «,•».•        °  y""'  acconnt." 

obrfoM  bnt  to  aearK^*  "f,"*""  *°  ««»Pt  the 
Jjotive  behind  ^^d^*"""^^  ^^  «"«  l^dden 
Calanuty  gave  Sertwl^''  ?!  ^^  ^^^^ 
ter  and  at  last  believS  th*  u°°?''*  *°  '''«  °>at. 
tie  only  poeaible  .^t^'^'' "«  ^?d  ""ved  at 
dnct  "Boss,"  said  iTTi,  *  "  ***  ^'^  s  con- 
bet  .ny  mon^  tX,.'       '^'°^«'  "*"  yo" 

Not  a  nickel  *»  w/a  fy,«  « 
<'n«     •    ***^*>     was  ine  answer 

yonrT  «^-  -ybody  any  mon'y  ,,  ,^,  ,^^ 
"No.*' 

missioneM^^"^^  *^  ^'^  ^®  ^^^^  bettin'  com- 
"No.    Whyf»' 

bSo"S-  JaC'r-t^*  to  know... 
foUowii  situation  somewhat  as 

fill] 


*.       f^l 


m 


far  Wa  *      iP^  ^  J  ^*°«^    "^^''^d  the  b088 

fW  oVK-^f  *•  •  •  'J^^  ^«  ^^'t  kick  m  wit' 
that  ahbi  Wause  he  loves  me  any  too  weU 
.  .  .  I  can't  figure  him  at  alL" 

«.W  L'^^'^ii^r?  ^^Jf^  *  conversation  then 

ITJ;      ""  S.^l,^"'  ^"7'«  tackle-room,  the 
"fij^gngr  would  have  been  easier. 

Frank,"  said  the  old  man,  "I  had  my  eye 

ZvlV'"^''^  ?'^  "^'^  got  designs  o/tSI 
loors  bank  roll,  have  youT" 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  blew  a  cloud  of  dir  x- 
rette  smoke  into  the  air  and  watched  it  flfat 
qne^tio^  ^®  answered  question  with 

;;How  long  have  you  known  me,  old-timerT" 
ynite  a  while,  my  son.** 

best^'L^r "  *'*'  ^  ^''  '"^  ^^°«  ^y  ^^^«  *^« 

"Yes." 

frnif'^^Kr^  ^""^'l  ^"""^  "^^  to  Steal  anything 
IXdt"        '       Or  even  one  that  was^! 

"No-o." 

;;^en  don't  worry  about  this  Hopwood." 
sense.^'  »>l«»d-except  in  the  Scriptural 

"Thi^not,€h?    Listen!    That  bird  can't 
see  as  far  as  the  sixteenth  pole.    Somebody 
has  got  to  watch  the  races  and  teU  him^w 
well  ms  horse  is  gomg  or  else  he'll  never  know 
Thmk  what  he'd  missi   I'mhis  formchirt  ^* 

[112] 


hi"  eyes,  old-timer,  and  aU  I  eharee  Mm  i.  . 
paring  to  receive  the  bS^voS  Th.  "  "'*• 

.On  the  eve  of  the  final  strnwrle  of  fh«  « 
winners  th^  TTi/i  <>.*  •         °"T*»B*e  ot  the  non- 

Md  returning  tolSfta  "  "*  '""'«°" 

to"^?r'''"d2CZ"'thrKfd"'-'°'''r.«°^ 

"Jn^  when  Be-s  X^ Vo^^"'"*'""""''^- 

"Ln^  •       '^'  "''"  '"  the  dreary  renlv 
./"^""puut  me,  ain't  itf"    "^"^  "W 

i*'    He^  'alwrrrilr""*.?'  *"«  '^°°^-  "^'t 

always  right  np  there  part  of  the 

[113]  »~->.  ui  we 
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OLD  l£Ay  OVBBT 

of  discouraged,  boys.»»  Am  sort 

lol'^'  °®^®'  °"''^»  '^ossl"  chimed  Little  Piu 

"TrSn""  ^^^.^""'^^^  direction  of  the  0^^ 

beat    AJMh«       r^"™"^^  ^^««  ^«r  ^  to 

t^'thit^L^ot^ra^"^^^^^  ^^--^-^ 

''YouVe  said  that  every  time." 

trackP  nL  ^""""IZ'  overlooking  the  mnddr 

that  m:ke7'*'^  *'**'    ^'  -J^^^ce  wffl 
^d^worwr.  '^'    ^  «"«  <»«^«*''«>  in  the 


"lidta'^wJl':;",,"?^*  tiis.time,"  aaid  he. 

mmlZZht  rt •   1,  '^""PP'u'toients enough. 

to  vSaSi«it^*j:°*  *^^^  guaranteed  iS^ 

'^ith  «flir  ?'  °??'' ""« •>«  started " 

inteSpte?t^Ka«.'l^ouVe'"'^A~""''' 
too."  "-""^lo.      Jfou  ve  got  to  have  luck 

thought  it  wis        *  ^  "^  *^8  mess  if  I  hadn't 


i'^^ 


.1 .  it 


Ill 

i 


<'tI»;J^  He's  getting  cold  feet" 

To-morrow  „  tte  last  craek  well  get  «t 
"a.-'f  ^T^  ''*^'«  ran  in  the  mndr- 
j^^How  do  I  knowT    I  wiui  only  .trinU 

Uk^^  d^S^.^^"^  "d  the  Kid  r„«,  to 

«o"yl"*M»^°?i^''i;  ■^'^  *''«  «««'^-  "Don't 
mud  yZ^^^^"""^  "^  do  better  in  the 
^%lT'  *"""  ^»"  ""*  ^  "Jo"''  know,  but 

the'm*  ""^  '^'^" ''°  "^'^  ^"'^y^  -o."  «>id 

it  "b^t"  IVe'  T""^   JJ'y'*  yo"  »o»'t  l^Iieve 
lisB     HonLj^^  °°  "V"  "P  ""d  np  with  the 

be  whitVfnn  L  ?   7    ^  *®  °^®  *^<i  I  tried  to 

«M  tktVj"^  ^\  ""d  make  a  quick  flnishl" 

bet  ^^iSr..*^  "^  ''"°  P-«^^  « 
**A  bet  on  what?" 

£116] 


me  he'd  ^Z^  Z™*""*"  ?  "'    ««  «»" 
nrnd,  and  I'll  ride  hi JT^  ?i  i.?**  °®**®^  *»  the 

what  iB  itf"  ^°°  "">*  something, 

-.^'"'t^b:?^!*"^-"  the  play.    Hop- 
"TthiBg  withonT^ttW  5^  "»'  I'  """'t  bet 

K'B  my  h«t  chanw  to  p  i"?  *"  ''^  ^^ 
change— —'>  ^^  ^P  *  pieoe  of 

^Bm  .f  he  oomee  to  you,  yon  won?^i„ock  it, 

.ee  aat  he  ite^Sftopprf,^  ?:'"'=  '»  >«'.  I'i' 

"I  ^  Ust  Sr^u  »^'i^""«  Caiamity. 
morrow-somehor"  '^  **  «  better  horse  to- 

O^o^T'"'^  '^^  «*<>*  "  keen  glance  at 

Cal^ty  shook  hie  head. 
I  "ever  hopped  a  horee;  I  wouldn't  W 


Ki 


'  ti 


V,,  J 


OU>MAir  0T7BBT 


"wS*s;(5s^^v?' '"" «"  *-""^. 

,  "Umphl"  gnmted  the  fat  man,  di.gmtedh' 

wataStLTth'eSrl;'  ^''^^' 
nibbed  it  in  I"  He  needn't  have 

the  river  «d*^hS??:a'';^  Z*  h"*"" 
stretch.    Forfv  «»iVi.*  i.^      .     .  **  ™®  ^o™e 

it  i»to  a  S^a^°°Z'''"^.h«dtn™ed 
ecowled  af  he  eXt^^J  Preaidmgr  judge 
"Nonwinners  ehf  &^^f  „M  t  °^'^  o^^'- 
Grayling  2^  hly^ultt^^V^'^^''- 


P^'^sz^^rr^  the  ..g„  «a 

Proce..  with  nS^^'J^i*'^  «».«»  «addlin| 
attitude  of  protoTrjl^'J^-.  ^''  e<>»tomarf 

he  said:   "Ton  can  doTfc;.  .      '    ^' »"  as  if 

»»t  to,  but  I  as^  yoJ^„' *•»«  T^  "  ^»» 
qmte  useless. "  ^  "" ''  "  nsalesa, 

wh^\.'r  tea^"-  «>«  "ddi.  «.d 

lookitl"      ""^^aoet.   Don't  let  him  over- 

the'wSletS'^If  rS':^'  f^^""^  «n»ped 
to  the  track.  Ke  r,i  T  ^"fj'  ^k*  «*»te 
innohed  shonldera  «„??•  ^^\  ^'"^  "Po"  to 
tl^ongh  the  pn"dl"''  ^.nf  ^'T"^  heavii; 
robbed  him  of  the  nL.  /*»*'^  ^"^w,  had 
confidence  in  ho^Ch    ^  °'^«"*iP  «ndln 

me^..^2  saidT^t '"'  f^d""!^* 
^^    Hopwood  spoke  bnt  ont.'^i.^'^J; 

-^"ttf^loa^^^^ 


1:1  ,  ■•■J 

r  i:!| 


OLD  iJAir  OXTBir 


'Where  to  nowt*»  MkA/i  *h^  ir:j  • 

"To  the  bettmi  iSg  "  wL  ih."""^""''' 
■Ponse-    "I  said  PJ  lif      T"    ,  *  «™"  "• 

ateadily  toward  Z  barrier  ^n,?™  "^^^"^ 
«nd  one.  a  blackbrnS™^'7*,r't ""^^ 
«geable,  advancing  in  a  S  „fe?  T"""" 
and  sudden  sidestfps  '^"^  P'"""*** 

entry."  Then  fTiT^  •  "L  **"° '«'"«  Us 
hold  of  that  c?;J^i^"™'"t=  "Jake,  talte 
here.   Don't  tet^n^*^''*of^  ^^  1^  "P 

to  get  ont  TtM.  r£^'  ^&r'  ^'"« 
-oh-iegged  Uttle  d^^iisV  l^/r^-V"/" 
«o^t.u^^t"r„-^?*«^to  his  posi. 

y»ng  orders,  swung  las  weight  on  Alibi's  bit 
11201 


t«^rJ.A,a  th.  t,^r  «dXr"'  «- 

and  Jolton  with  him.  Thev^T?^  •  ""^ 
fenoe,  a  iqnealiii,  Udrin.  7  eneSttd  into  the 
TOfa  the  Srin  to' Si!r^«  '^«'«.  "bove  which 
Thi-  left  Cfon^ttiri'  "'  «">  J'-^'J^ 
»'  them,  old  La"  CW.    **  '!"'  ""J  o"* 

•d  hi.  rider.    K  wa,  ?„f  k^"?  ?^.'  •»*  """e't- 
«nch  nnaeemly  Lte  in   '  ^i'  >""«  »»  di«pl«7 

-0  lea.  »n.ri,edZ^i"4^i«' ,<""""  wa. 

^m^tt  ^^^^  «ro."  gasped  the 

"Honest  InjnnI"  asL^^*'"^'''"" 
going-reallyf"  ^  H«Pwood.    "Is  he 

t^'t'o'^f^Xt^t^?,?""-''  ^^■ 
^"^  of  -em  into  the^  "^5  "^"^  »  W* 
I"   Only  fonr  ii  tte  r^*  "'^  ^J^^'"  ««  of 

%o^eJ??J'^'«^"^"4T^""'"^'^- 

etiit^''  ^°"  ''*"  «■«  <»»''«1  Wssing  the  rott«, 
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«^ 


"o,  he  was  qnKouK'4;'**'  *"^   ^°* 
poit"  ^  °°°«°  ^'^  *k«  way  to  the 

Ui«  inner  rail  ^**  ^"""^  toward 

^"^^'iV^'i^  r  "•""•"  "■«  »»«• 

don't  want  me  toJtTi.    ?**P  «»™'  «  yon 
ffi-yal"  '  *°  *"'  **•  •>~  on  you  agin  I 

w.~t:^,„^^^iri,'?J  S'-fly  Eaton 
rider..  reali^fSriLSj^ '"'['*?  ""•  """ir 
to  the  real  oont^l!  T  '^«>^  happened 
0?  the  np'^r"t^';Se?^l^*'~»  hard  "0 
•"»  ahonlder,  sav  tW  h.  iT^  Peenng  over 

oompetition.  He  b«^  fT.  k  ^'Z'"'"'*  *»  '"''« 
the  rib,,  but  tte  a^I° '','"'*>'*  Chance  in 

for  m,/"  AnHe  d™«  1?""-.  '""''''  ™» 
•«ain«t  the  ho«e^  ,i^M  ^  r""*""**^  «»* 
pmtedanddidrabert?"]?*'-  h'*  ^"x* 
Wa  tormentor.   M  W  i^  tv'^l"""  '"^  ""•«' 


trio  battery  Md  5  Sev  iSS^"*^  '?'  «  '^ 
nightl"     ^      °  "  "**y  "n<J  one  on  him-good 

;;Hone8t-ig  heV*       ^  '^^^  ">®'«-" 
"Ask  anybodyl"  howled  fi.^  ir-j  . 

■mta  Montezuma  aS  Bin..?  '2"  ""<'  ""iled 
Twenty-five  feet  *?„„  ?  '*"''?.'^"'' "Joogside. 
Last  Cl^lZa^^^  ^  ?"  «"^ 
chestnut  Msweredwia  a  ft^'iTv  '^^  «» 
^c^^flonnaeHn,  „nr  4/^.1  ^l,"^ 

ae  judges  gi%  ns  tte  .^^:,.''°*  !?««'  ""ta 
*««•  I've  iot  a  h™„i,  ?r  "  »''  *o»e  nnm- 
Jo*  Gillis  IS*  tte  'S^d'^fy  rj  7""  to^ 

wder  their  noses  I    i^."  ^.J?"  "fi"  ri*t 
«re  cockeyed  toof"  -*  ""^  ""  Jndgei 

«id^"  p^^Si^^'J^"!*"  1^ Jid  of  the  grocer," 


la 


J« 


'  i'-^ 


il  I' 
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yon  notice  the  way  that  horse  acted  f   The  boy 's 
got  a  battery  on  him,  snre  as  gnnsT' 

One  hundred  yards  from  the  wire  Last 
Chance  checked  to  a  walk  and  as  Jockey  Qillis 
turned  the  horse  he  tossed  a  smaU,  dark  object 
over  the  inside  fence.  It  fell  in  a  pnddle  of 
water  and  disappeared  from  sight.  When  the 
winner  staggered  stiffly  into  the  ring,  GilUs 
flicked  the  visor  of  his  cap  with  his  whip. 
"JndgesT"  he  piped. 

The  presiding  judge  answered  the  salute  with 
a  nod,  but  later  when  the  rider  was  leaving  the 
weighing  room,  he  hal^  ^  ^'m  with  a  curt  com- 
mand. 

"Bring  that  tack  up  .  _e,  boy  I" 

The  investigation,  while  brief,  was  thorough. 
Ihe  judges  examined  the  saddle  carefully  for 
copper  stitching,  looked  at  the  butt  end  of  the 
whip  ran  their  hands  over  Calamity's  thin  loins 
and  last  of  all  felt  in  his  boot-legs  for  wires 
a)imected  with  the  spurs.  AU  this  time  Jockey 
Willis  nught  have  been  posing  as  a  statue  of 
outraged  innocence. 

"Nothing  on  him,"  said  the  presiding  judge 
shortly.    "Hang  up  the  official." 

Jockey  Gillis  bowed  and  saluted. 

** Judges,  can  I  go  now!"  said  he. 

"Yes,"  said  the  presiding  judge,  ''and  don't 

come  ^ck.    You're  warned  off,  understand!" 

Judges,"  whined  Jockey  GilUs,  "I  ain't 

^^Jf„^J}^e  ^ong.    That  old  horse,  he " 

Gitr'  said  the  presiding  judge.     "Now 
[124]  ^ 


ioS"J;'""'r^  ^'?J«f  .'«i«^  at  the  pad. 

and  yon  didl^  ev  *„  tiu  ^  tKV^T^ 

was  going  to  have  the  ThZaTA  E^.W  ??** 

mmgs  with  him  to-day  I"  ^^°  *'''™- 

"Honest,"  said  the  joekev  "T  *•;!-«  .i.-  l 

that's  i?  Ttd  to  Sfit'"""*  **""*  "y"*^' 

to^''*DHS?f*  „""'£'  '*"'  «"«  lottery  on  you 

^-.^^rJ^in^-^ra-^I'^pg 
those  judges  are  blind  ? "       "'*'  ^^e  t     rhink 

"Well,"  said  Little  Calamity  «'I  Hnn»*  i^ 
how  good  their  eyes  are  Tth«f     t\  ^"""^ 
nessey,  he's  been  lidkg  ^*th  f  h^^^^^ 
every  time  the  tii^h\^^E  i        *  °^^  buzzer 
n.oSngTetL.^'5fto^:^1.'-*''o--    This 

yonJ^*  '"*•    ^'  -^l  the  jndges  say  to 

shllS'wo^'^Cr."'"^?'"°  *^'  *««*•    I 
♦i,i«    •   ^,  "v«     inere's  other  tracks      n«i« 
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first  time  he  bet  on  the  horse.    Somehow.  I'd 

hate  to  see  the  old  bird  get  into  trouble.  .  .  . 

%.**^«  ®  ^*y»  ^o^  ™«cl»  did  he  bett" 

1^  Bald-faced  Kid  began  to  langh.     He 

Jj^^««ta  he  had  to  lean  on  Z%1  fo? 

Jn?'S!*7*'7^'l''*'^^*'**^«*-  "The  judges 
tt?l^  *'*?i^S'V'' ^  He  hunted  all  ofer 
£  i^fi.™*^>  ^^'"^  "^""^  75  to  1  and  then 

.il*'*  5?T^  ^^^'^  "«^*  ^°^  ^ot  letting  me  know 
about  the  buzzer  I  I'd  have  made  hiibet  mS?! 
As  It  stands,  your  cut  will  be  seventy-five-if 

a  loTof  ™^?  ^'\*°^  ^  *J^  ^«  ^-  That's 
a  ^,f  01  money~when  you  haven't  got  it." 

Bahl   Chicken  feedl"   This  with  an  ahnost 
didn 't  take  off  my  boots.   Then  they  would  have 

and  produced  eight  pasteboards.  "I  had  six- 
teen  doUars  saved  up  and  one  of  the  boys  bet 
inf^  fif  ^r^^.  °if  ^^  ^^  ^*  ^°  *^e  nose.  Sev- 
::r^or'r!!^7''  ^'~-«^t  hundred  wm. 
^  "^ly  mackerell"  ejaculated  the  Kid. 
m^T"       ^^^  ^""^  ^  ^°  ^*^  ^  that 

-Jl^k"*  *?"^'  V*  ^'^y  a  diamond  pin  and  a  gold 
watch  and  a  ring  with  a  red  stone  in  it  aid  a 
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suit  of  dothes  and  an  overcoat  and  a  derbv  hut 

"S-nongjil"  said  the  Kid.   "Snffiaieiiil   w 
m»mn«t  to  the  guy  that  diaooyered  de^ 

large  yellow  horse  with  four  white  Rtnrhin^ 
^^2Z^  dehvery  wagon.  Irritated  team- 
■»n  why  he  does  not  drive  where  he  ia  lootoS^ 


<i 
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IT  was  not  yet  dawn,  but  Old  Man  Curry  was 
abroad;  more  than  that,  he  was  felly 

ar^^;».  .*rj  a  tradition  of  the  Jungle 

Circuit  that  he  had  never  been  seen  in  any 

other  condition.     The  owner  of  tiie  -B?ble 

W  «;«  ?5^^^  '^''^^«  ^^  bareheaded,  wouW 
have  created  a  sensation  among  his  competing 

«^f  J^^^-?'*^^  '!?P*  ^^  ^«  ^Jotlies.  Others, 
mI  n?''"*'7  ^°  *^«  point,  averred  that  Old 

!Ir«S^7/^'P*.^i^  "°^  ^y«  open  and  one 
MX  cooked  toward  the  O'Connor  bam,  where 
hia  enemies  met  to  plot  against  him 

Summer  and  winter,  heat  and  cold,  there  was 
never  a  change  in  the  old  man's  raiient  The 
rusty  frock  coat-black  where  it  was  not  green 

Md^^/  f^'^.S^'^  ^^  ^^^^^^  slouch  hat, 
and  tiie  frayed  string  tie  had  seen  fat  years 
M^ean  years  on  all  the  tracks  of  the  J^ 

SXn  nlw'or  ^;  ^^^^  ''"^  "'^''^  «^«««  things 
lUMi  been  new  or  t^eir^earer  hud  been  youxi|. 


I 


by  «ttire  was  as  much  a  iSrt  Jfi'"' "^"^ 

bolf  ligbt;  here  Mrt  Vll.  1  x°"^  *"*  »  ""e 
close  «t  hand  rosTtte  w^,"^**";'  ""''«'•  «»d 
boy.  roused  fromsS^W  bv  a  ^t^,  """^ 
«on  of  rawhld"  From  fi^  "i-  '^?'  'PP"***- 
track  came  the  mnfflfirat  rf  h^"" ,?'  ""• 
a  crescendo,  and  diiSLg  to  a  feSl^  ^ 

t^nedUsTace^rdT."*^*  "'.  *°»J<'*". 

men,  I  reokT  'H-  "f  "  ''"'«"'  ^^  boss- 
lose.'  O^ ttin,^  *r?  *"  ««'  Md  a  time  to 
figure  w^^  ^'Vue^trr  '^■"»*'*  ~°1<J»^ 

"rsasnh,  bossi    Oomin'J" 

tugging Thirsw^feJ^^T?.'^'^.'""  ^^  "d 
tie  day  he  wo^d  hi  I T^  *'<f  ""'*'•  ^ter  ia 
an  offenw  t^Jk!  .^  •*  ?'"i*'?y  »*  '"Won  and 
i^T  cloSs  °„^;i?  »  °!Sf  «*-  ""I  conflict- 
ow  ne  wa^only  a  very  deepy  Jit. 


.  :i 


tall,     complained  Mose,  swaUowinff  a  tremen 
dousyawn.    "This  yer  night  work  wST^i 
me  gom*  south  for  fair/'  ^  *^ 

ElfHh??K*^'.*^^^v°"*^®''    *PP«ared    leading 
Ehsha,  the  star  of  the  Curry  bam.  ^ 

Send  him  the  full  distance,  Mose."  said  th« 

"Bard,  boss!" 

"As  hard  as  he  can  go." 

he's     g?tr  '^mnS.Hl^''''^i^^^^  ^  ^«  ^h«t 
"aihl^  °»^Wed     Mose     rebelliously. 

J^«*ir*^??'^i'?  ^^  P*^^o<*  Old  Man  Curry 
came  upon  his  friend,  the  Bald-faoed  kS^  « 

Sfsa/u.rfr"r'  '--^^y-^^sAl 
in^J\  ^^"i  *^®  ^®°<*»  ^^J-wng  an  old-fash- 
loned  silver  stop  watch,  for  he  wis  "clodriw" 
the  mormng  workouts.  ciocKing 

"Y^^l/:^"  "^^  0"  M«n  Carry, 
gomething,  oW-timer»"  "  S^'P^S 
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I'QMvron nnih* ♦   ?  * *"'"' ^°' Pretty  welL 
tbonghK^^ii:'  yoMg  friend  with 

"l;d  ..rt  o?Hke  to  kn^'howt?^  l"Z  J^"^' 
'Fair  enough!"  said  the  BaM-fZd  KM 

the  tooghest  race  on  the  crd^nTdarwh» 
forth^^/*^"'  •*  *«  ♦"Ok  "in  be  teveTw 

ytv'i£  ?'^fr«"^.i'r:s:nt'"ii 

Sg'l™SSE" 

««««"»«  for  tHe  erasers  the  minute  they  hSr 

l*31j 
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W«  name!    You  oonMn'f  k^*   »       ^. 

bwn  itmig  too  often."  Tlwy'v* 

^Then  why  pnt  him  „p  ,g,i„t  „^  ^  ^^ 

itiui'T,S^lti"' !.:»«» I. "af.  I  know 
O'Connor  and  a  Korf  ?^!  i*  "v*^*'*-  "^ 

He  aent  E^Z  ^^^  *?  ^"^^  «"«»• 
from  the  hS^nme  iSuT'tt^'^  ^^  ^^ 
BaM-faoed  E^aartoM^J^ -.'"''*•  '^  «» 
nijh«i  a  profaneUC"   ~'^'°''   ^- 

dose  to  the  iTt*nk  i.^^2j  *  *®'     Pretty 

And  -e^  .arSe'^ai'f  t'^V! 

..^!r^*  ^''"'•^  np  like  thatf       ^**' 

won^Vi  Ci^"  «- Cnr^.  "I  reckon  I 

Jeremiah  is  ^to^fa'thTi'-  ♦  ^°"  *"'«»'  »«* 
didn't  yoni"  *''*  ^'*  '"«•  to-morrow, 

It;,  a  ri^  to'^'i^ii'??''  ^  "^  «»■" 
MVb«  he  won't  bl^  to-morrow,  BWt. 


»» 


■^ranvAXT  jnufus' 


"He  wont,  ehf"   The  Bald.f.»ij  b-sj  j    '" 

comtant  oompanion.  and  !»«»  ♦-TS.  !  5" 
leaves  rairidly^  "Ton"«  .1^  t*  *'l"™''  *"» 
friend  Solomok  at  me  1^.  '"'"*'*  "^ 
ti.n  I  got  out  of  Se°^„^2^B^eIder;t  tZ^^' 

here  know,  that  hX  aWJl^"^'  "'^ 

Meets,  Md  all  yon  can  see  is  what  >  hn..  i 
done.    Ton  listen  to  me-  it  Ln ?  If  ?»»"*«» 
^  last  week  or  lasrmontTi  -s  X?  l^. 
gom-  to  do  to^y  that  counts."      ^*  •"•  ' 

-aid^AMeltn'.ry''"^'''^""-^" 

jii*t"'''s?d'"srrx4-:^t^ 

yonr  own  way,  Frank  "  ^*  '* 

fa^Bd  !r"''.*y-^o"  h"""  later  the  Bald- 

to  the  qnarter  Do^^vS  ^  ^f  '  ^^^  •'<>"«' 

"^"l^^^'-'^s'^dr''*"' 

what's  that  one,  Kidf"   Thn  «««  *• 
asked  bv  ShinA  nr^S-.  ^^^e  question  was 

eremplovedbv.l^^^      *  Professional  dock. 
wopK  Ind  in±^*^"L*^  *^«  the  rarions 

man  hasn't  worked  him^S'ch  laSy  "  ^'  °'^ 
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wl^  ^'^\  why7"ldd  Shine.  *'I 
JSiT?  *  work  a  horse  either  if  he  bled  every 
time  he  got  out  of  a  walk  I    There  he  iJ^^^ 

tl,.*'7Si*«'"*  "okeningj    Ton  wonldn't  think 
tt*t  Old  Mm  Curry  wonld  ab»«e  a  wlS 

f.„~*  ^"W-'»<»d  Kid  went  vaBantly  to  the  de- 

lu«l  that  piSSfegi  *"'  *•"*  ~  •"  <"»• 

't^^'hd^'ttZCtt^  •bn.uur-a.hor.e 
i*  i>r/.»M  l  _r    ^®*"y  *<*"  a  horse  any  more'n 

^'hltt'Thr:;^^  --'' ««» '^^  "reatl* 

.t.TrhXl'-tSj^i^itii^v-'^to 
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mined  «ffort  to  plm«T  rriS-ff?" ' *■.*"• 
•  Mack  on..  OaituSLvS;'^^'''^  ^*' 

BP"  with  him  .Iav         V  ■"•"«»  "e  "laid 
1^  Zi  to 'lift"  ft,'^."'"  '"«*  <J«^  on. 

fragrant  w^%X-^^^e?J:!T  P"*"  "» 

»eethe.  and  bnbWe.-  th.  1"*  ""^  •""»  «"J 

rent  and  diaanletiniV^™*^  ,"''"*'  "«  «"- 
^       a  aisqmetmg  rnmonrs  hang  in  the  very 


H 


I 

i  '\ 

i 


0M»  XAV  OUIBT 


ring;  the  prices  were  up  and  Elidm  rsled  ih» 
opening  favourite  at  7  to  fi  iSii#  5i"' 
think  that  ElidMj«>5d  w^f  W^l  Yj'  ^^ 

•WW  jBijuna,  what  other  hone  did  he  favonrt 

M  any  other  price.    laahSWtr^  .  1°.' 
le-es,  'Luha  had  a  ohanoe-  he  «!».».  i.*^ 

^wen    Well,  .byESS^ltr  H?; 
orde^J^Xttrt"o  t'S.'T^fi:* 

^^^"^»  "-l-^ye-i,  dyspeptilJXg  p^ 
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which  «.Trow5  K  r^U'^tS^/r 

eorpoJent  roll  of  biUs  whi^fS?  u  "•^"'o 
WM  holding  np  to  Sffl  °"  **"  ^'""^ 

wl**  »  »'"<»'  Pri~.  to?l"  '^    '™ 

wage™,  Mere  ^s^"^!"  f'^^  hii 
for  the  bettinr  Wfh!  .S5  "mnediate  stampede 
•t  any  J^*  ^'''*  ""^  »  *»»nd  for  EuS. 

"^by  v"!^^*'  '°i:«'««"*d  aU  argu. 

M^i.'fe'^^nfrS'r**  '»'♦"  "^  0" 
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Ji<li8iia'8aciiichp> 
me  old  coot's  got  'em  scaredl" 

"^r.  wlS:.r™^r ondeavSl topi?: 

ritSihrind  fuHc:: J"/*"""* »'  t^' 

deed  he  nawafrwM  Tf^-  °^  'T*^  "  "' 

got  2  or  3  to  lTw°^f&'   ^»"  "^t  ka^e 
•^  off  .oe::il^i,>^J»«J?;t  tipped 


— -  -*  'UiLWBv  aac 

every  docker  at  the  track 
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^      — JIB  IB  ff 

W  """  ^'^  *«"'*'»  a^  "mark  in  2 

^^^y^l^^'^"^^^  "»"  tor  . 

about  itf"     *"""»«' Kw.   "Know  anything 

i^^^^MoH^jT'  »»'  fo'  a  killing  to. 

tor  is  the  pnrsi,  F^  nk^°^  ""•^*'»  "™5n' 
"»««  to  bet  C  mSl  ill.  t^°"  "^"^   ^  *<>  my 

take  my  money."    ^"*"  «  "mel  wouldn't 

bin?tKe'^d^*JSf1?,5*.t''«  ™ii  of 

'•Well,  no  wonZr?Se  mortS?  "S^"  '»»<'• 
taow  that  ain't  any  way  tTj!f  v^^''^" 
here  and  wave  a  i^  mtL  "1"°°^  " 
noeea,  and— bv  <f«ii;  „  '™'  """Jer  their 

head  examin^'^!'^  '^'  ''°°  "'«"  t"  have  yow 

ap^^'o^y^'Slj,?!^^" 'aW  ""S  •"  -»» 
me  yanked  up  before  »),?T  '^'*"?  ^o"''  have 
'«  tte  last  Ct^aue  J:!::??^  «°«"'  «"  <rf- 

sucktH^.""''     *«"  »  »»w  till  I  u„d  tij, 

^-''^^^^^TZtr^t  "Jf.""-'  *•'«"  him 
It  was  a  «rMf„'°>*  on  Jeremiah  !'• 

not  diow  in  front  ISl'S^  ^  ^"^^  <"■*'  «^ 
reached.    Thm,  ^1       "  "e  homestretch  waa 

the  rnck  and  tt  Shet'f V^^*^^^^^^ 
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had  company.    Honest  old  Elisha  had  been 
plugging  along  in  the  dnst  for  the  first  half 
mile,  but  at  that  i>oint  he  hegaai  to  mn,  and  the 
Cnrry  colours  moved  np  with  great  celerity. 
Merritt,  glancing  over  his  shonlders,  shook  ont 
the  last  wrap  on  the  mare  just  as  Elisha  thun- 
dered into  second  place.  Gathering  speed  with 
every  awkward  bound,  the  big  bay  horse  slowly 
closed  the  gap.    At  the  paddock  there  was  no 
longer  daylight  between  them,  and  Old  Man 
Curry  stopped  combing  his  beard.    He  knew 
what  that  meant    So  did  Jockey  Merritt,  ply- 
ing whip  and  spur.  So  did  AI  Engle  and  those 
who  had  been  given  the  quiet  tip  to  play  Corn- 
flower for  a  killing.   So  did  the  Bald-faced  Kid, 
edging  away  from  the  rustic  who,  with  a  Corn- 
flower ticket  clutched  in  his  sweating  palm, 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  swallow  the  thyroid  car- 
tilage of  his  larynx.    So  did  Jockey  Moseby 
Jones,  driving  straight  into  the  hurricane  of 
cheers  which  beat  down  from  the  packed  grand 
stand. 

"Elisha!    Elisha!  Come  on,  you  Elisha!** 

Now  the  gaunt  bay  head  was  at  the  mare's 
flank,  now  at  the  saddle  girth,  now  it  blotted 
out  the  shoulder,  now  they  were  neck  and  neck; 
one  more  terrific  bound,  an  ear-splitting  yell 
from  the  grand  stand,  and  Elisha  *s  number 
went  slowly  to  the  top  of  the  pole. 

The  judges  were  examining  the  opening  bet- 
ting on  the  last  race  of  the  meeting. 

"Ah,  we  have   Old   Man  Curry  with   us 
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ffSil"I?*^?:^""^^^J«^««-    "Jeremiah. 
If  tte  meetmg  had  another  two  weeks  to  nrn 

told  he  bled  at  his  workout  this  mommg.   By 
aft^the  Ehsha  race.    Did  you  notice  itf "  ^ 

indl^'^wf  ♦  •^rj'?^^'  ""^  *^«  associate 
♦?f!Li^  !  *™,*^  ***>*  *  ^"el  of  money  and 
Sfni^^*"  i*"«^*^  **  ^-  Asagenerid 
&^*  ^*?  */r  ^°"*''«  ^  «a<*  book;  this 
^l^f^rf  *  **  ^'J.^^^.  '*^°°«-  The  bookies 
un  n*H?.  ^^'^fy  °^  *b**  innocent  old  boy. " 

«thS7i.iT  "^"^"l^  '^  y*'"  ^«»*  to.    He's 
nr  *t^  1    ^T*^^'^  horseman  on  this  circuit^ 

which!  Hm-m-m.  Jeremiah,  20  to  1.  If  he 
bl^  this  mornmg  he  ought  to  be  a  thousand!" 
So,  also,  thought  the  employer  of  Shine  Mo- 
Manns,  none  other  than  the  fat  gentleman  with 
the  purpfe  jowls,  otherwise  Izzy  Marx,  known 
to  his  fnends  as  "Easy  Marks."  McManus 
was  a  not  unimportant  cog  in  the  secret-service 
department  maintained  by  the  bookmaker 

tot^l'JS'u*''^^''^'T^^*"-   "I  want  you 
to  tail  Old  Man  Curry  from  now  until  the  bar- 

SI  «!Aif  ®  ^}^}^^  morning,  but  that  old  fox 
has  got  the  miracle  habit;  I'd  hate  to  give  him 

mLi   f#?J"^.  °°  ?  ^^  bo"«»  nnderstand, 
Mao!  H  Ourry  is  going  to  bet  a  plugged  nicke 
^tiiis  here  Jeremiah,  f 'II  hold  hiSii  out  and  not 
take  a  cent  on  him.    Stick  around  close  ^d 
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•hoot  me  baek  word  by  AUe.  The  mt  of  these 
fellows  haye  got  20  to  1  on  him;  he's  15  to  1 
in  this  book  nntil  I  hear  from  toil  Hurry, 
now!" 

There  were  ten  horses  entered  in  the  final 
race  of  the  meeting,  and  nine  of  them  were 
strongly  touted  as  **good  things."  The  tenth 
was  Jeremiah  and  the  most  reddess  hustler  at 
the  track  refused  to  consider  the  black  horse 
as  a  contender  for  ansrthing  l^ut  sanguinary 
honours. 

*'HimT  Nix!  Didn't  you  hear  about  hirst 
why,  he  bled  this  morning  in  his  workout!  No 
chance!" 

Of  course  there  were  those  who  did  not  be- 
lieve this,  so  they  asked  Jeremiah's  owner  and 
Old  Man  Curry  stamped  up  and  down  the  pad- 
dock stall  and  complained  querulously.    They 
asked  him  if  Jeremiah  had  a  chance  and  he 
relied  that  Elisha  was  a  good  boss,  a  craokin' 
good  boss,  but  they  wouldn't  let  him  bet  his 
money.   They  asked  him  if  Jeremiah  was  likely 
to  bleed  and  he  told  them  that  a  bookmaker 
who  wouldn't  take  a  bet  when  it  was  shoved  un- 
der hip  nose  ought  to  be  run  off  the  track.  They 
asked  him  what  the  other  owners  were  doing 
and  were  informed  that  he  had  a  tarnation  good 
mind  to  make  a  holler  to  the  judges.    Word  of 
this  condition  of  affairs  soon  reached  Mr.  Marx. 
"The  old  nut  is  ravin'  all  over  the  place 
about  how  he  couldn't  get  a  bet  down  on  Elisha. 
Says  if  he  wasn't  allowed  to  bet  on  the  best 
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horse  in  Ms  barn  he  certainly  ain't  coin'  to  bet 

abontmiAin'ahonertothejndgesI" 
we:f2!fc'''^"^^^-^"eren.ah 

OIe«r  and  high  above  the  hum  of  the  bettm* 

maxen.      Tba.t'B  good-by  for  a  whole  vear 
f™. ^»^  ,  B?t  '«n  fartl'^They'reTtteC; 

M»  .f  ^"i^.°'°'*^  *"  "«>™d  the  stands. 
Men  who  had  solemnly  promised  them^I^ 

tarled  themselves  into  the  jam,  bent  on  ex 

eteiof of  *';.""'"  '"  Bastebld°ti2: 
Ust^  Trt  ""'''*''  P'o'P^rity-  It  was  the 
tost  race  of  the  season,  wasn't  it,  and  good-bve 

to  ttebangtaiU  for  another  yeai  I   ''«°°"''y« 

oays  He  s  so  disgusted  he  don't  care  if  he  sees 

Mte  nfe;S  *  ^*^  *^^  ^o'^eBt,  I  was  afraid  he'd 
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Mr.  Marx  grinned  and  chalked  np  40  to  1  on 

^""ST^.  "^**^  ^**  ^  l*^*"  Said  he. 

1^  distance  of  the  final  event  waa  three- 
^Barters  of  a  nule  and  the  crowd  in  the  betting 

waaon.  Then  there  was  a  wild  rush  for  the 
^;  even  the  fat  Mr.  Marx  climbed  down 
.w!i  M-^^  and  waddled  ont  into  the  snn- 
■hine,  bhnfang  as  he  tnmed  his  small  eyes 
toward  the  back  stretch.  ^ 

Now  little  Mose  had  been  watching  the  starter 
carefpUy  and  had  thrown  his  mount  at  the  bar- 

^JTl'''  '    T  ^  *^«  ^^  ^«*  *^«re  were 
other  jockeys  m  the  race  who  had  done  the  same 

2^5'  fw  Jf^r^'s  was  not  the  onl/^^ 
speed  ttiat  si2zled  down  to  the  half-mile  pole 
At  least  fonr  of  the  "good  things-  were  away 

w'^^'^i'^^^-^^^^^-^'  S^r  PilotrHaT?^ 
Boot,  and  Besolntion.    Jer^miii  trailed  tS 

W  >  ^  *?if  ''PP*''  *^  ^i'«^*»  ««d  Harry 
S^«  ^o^aH  the  pace  too  warm  for  them  and 
dropped  back.   Jeremiah  fonnd  himself  in  third 

§t  ; w?""^  '^"T^ "*'"y ^^«^ » «t^°« pull 
^e  presiding  judge  turned  his  binoculars  up- 
on the  black  horse  and  favoured  h^with  ^ 
aearching  scrutiny.  * 

ihnJ^l  ^■^'"  ?^^r ^®'  wagging  his  head.    "I 
thought  as  much.   Jeremiah  may  have  bled  this 
mornfaig,  but  he  ain't  bleeding'^nori^f  thi 
little  maer  is  almost  breaking  his  jaw  to  k^p 


ft^yOUnriBT  JUHCZAH 


Mm  from  numSng  over  the  two  in  frontl  .  .  . 
OW  Man  Curry  mjainl  Oh,  bnt  he's  a  cnte  ;ii: 

somf  of'^t^ottf  ^  «^*  *^*y  ^*^  ^*  than 

"®iS  '"''''^2  I  .  .  .  I  kind  of  like  the  old  coot 
.  .  .  Now  what  on  earth  do  yon  suppose  he's 
done  to  that  horse  sinoe  this  momingr? 

utinnlTf ^r"*"^  spectators  were  asking  vari- 
ations  of  the  same  qnestion,  but  one  splctaior 
asked  no  questions  at  all.    The  Bald-faced  Kid 

amazement  He  had  ignored  Old  Man  Cnrr's 
^dly  suggestion  and  had  persuaded  aS^d 
inndry  to  plunge  heavUy  on  Fireball. 

Pilot ''nn«,7"-i''^*  ""^^  ^^  *  «>°te8t  Sky 
Pdot  on  the  rail  swung  wide  turning  into  the 

1 5!^\'?.1  *?? "^"^  Besolution  with  Lu  L^e 
a  flash  Little  Mose  shot  the  black  horse  through 
the  opening  and  straightened  away  for  the  w^ 
an  open  length  in  the  lead.  * 

tjome  git  ol»  Jeremiah  to-dayl" 

«^?t!  S°!*x?**  **^  h®  «*i^  ^or  the  otiier  jock- 
eys «  that  they  tried,  but  Little  Mose  hug^d 
tile  rail  and  Jeremiah  came  booming  doW^the 

fc*^'^  *'°'*^'  ^«^*^  ^o^  his^eaTi^^ 
hopmg  for  some  real  competition  which  ne^r 

qmtearnved.  The  black  horse  won  ^  tt^!! 
open  lengths,  won  with  wraps  stiU  on  M^  ^ 


ou>  HA.;  ocnurr 


ey  8  wnsts,  and,  as  the  form  chart  stated  "did 

..SI  „  ^^  ^"  ^'^^f  'ttUy  extended." 
JWeU,   anyhow,"   said   Mr.   Marx,   as   he 
wheezed  back  to  his  place  of  bnsiness,  "Curry 
Z^  fi  f    "^y^gj^^  the  pnrse  a^in  ^ 

i^nii?if^^  '°"^-  ^  ^"  ^^«°«*»t  »  de^  horse 
aronnd  here  m  a  wagon,  the  best  he'd  get  from 
me  wonld  be  1  to  21" 

i^^I'fi^J^f  i  ""^  ^°"®'  ^«'«  «""on8.  They 
mv^ted  Old  Man  Cnrry  into  the  stand  to  ask 
him  if  he  had  bet  on  Jeremiah. 

8lon^'tlH?'>'^  ^*'  ''°***^«^  ^«  ^^t^^'^i 

near  f  W  w«  ^''^'  ^""l  "^y  ^*»'^'  I  °«^«r  ^ent 
near  that  bettmg  rmg  but  once  to^ay,  and  that 

was  to  bet  on  a  reaf  boss.  'EHshal'  I  sava! 
ffli'^^n?.^^***^-  J«<J««8,  they  langhQ 
cent!    And  I  was  so  mad " 

inrfJ^?' W  C  '*!?  *^^  Presiding  jndge,  sooth- 
h&  ^^^""^  ^*iy°^  «^^°t  ^or  Jeremiah 
bleeding  m  his  work  this  morning  and  running 
such  a  good  race  this  aftemoont"  ^ 

Gentlemen,"  said  Old  Man  Curry  "I  don»t 
account  for  it  Solomon  was  the  sm^est  man 
toat  ever  lived,  I  reckon,  and  there  was  a  lot 
?/J^?!  l»e  never  figured  out.  I  reckon  now, 
if  he'd  been  m  this  business " 

JaI'^'^I^'  Mr.  Curry,"  said  ttie  presiding 
judge,  "and  good  luck!"  * 

hi  J5l«  ^w^?^  ^^  =^8^^*  ^  "trades  with 
his  eyes,  but  there  was  that  about  him  which 
demanded  explanation.   Chastened  in  spirit,  ut- 

[146]  ^     ^ 


^l^'^X^  teif'J -zr  ri*^ 

np  to  with  Jeremiah."         ^^^  '""'  ^*  »•*•» 
thiMwroTiir«;*ki^  r^*    ^®w  wasn't  any- 

i«ig^Jeh;^tie^^r;^,-'-o^o„ 

'Yon  saw  some  blood,  yes  F^Lv    t 

wish't  yon  wonMn'f  i*«*«     /«»...  i^rank,  I 
talkin'         We^  „K*  "itemipt  me  when  I'm 

np  with  ;  ;n^  tha^cSiil^L^^^^^^^^  «^^  I  °»et 
to  cnre  bleXs  I  tt^^  ^t'J't^  Vi'^y 
Jeremiah  and  he  done  a  X  j7b  Lrl"^ 
weVe  been  worlriii»  fL\i  ^T  ^  '  °^°*^  *ben 
tte  momi^.':^  "tisTflLf  '""  ^ 

W  it  was  Tre^'al  itae  fi^riS?''^^''  *? 
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rijif  with  a  big  men  of  one  dollar  billi  with  a 

fifty^cmdiooiitiide.  I  held  the  money  op  where 

everybody  oonld  eee  it  and  I  earned  on  lean- 

Ojaone  when  the  bookmakers  wouldn't  take  it, 

Id  have  earned  on  a  lot  worse  if  one  of  them 

Jildren  of  Israel  had  oaUed  my  blnfT.    And 

then  I  got  so  mad  because  they  wouldn't  let  me 

bet  on  'Lieha  that  they  thought  I'd  lost  interest 

in  Jereiniah.  .  .  .  IVe  heard  that  Jeremiah 

WMn't  played.    He  was  played  aU  over  the 

rmg,  two  dollars  at  a  time  and  it  was  my  money 

tHat  played  him.    But  of  oourse  those  book- 

m^ers  knew  I  was  sulkin'  out  in  the  paddock 

and  took  the  sucker  money.  .  .  .  Anything  else 

you  want  to  knowt"  /"tu^J««« 

"Yes!"  The  Bald-faced  Kid  had  reached 
tte  bursting  point.  "Was  Jeremiah  bleeding 
this  mommg  or  not  t " 

Old  Man  Curry  stroked  his  beard  thought- 

*' WeU,  it  was  real  '  .orf,  if  that's  what  you 
want  to  know,'»  sair'  ae.  "It  took  me  some 
time  to  study  that  o  ..  Last  week  Mose  came 
around  here,  squawMn'  on  one  of  them  little 
toy  balloons.  I  took  it  away  from  him  for  fear 
it  would  make  the  bosses  nervous— and  then  I 
got  to  studying  how  it  was  made.  Last  night 
1  done  some  shopping.  I  bought  a  nice,  fat  hen 
and  a  g^s  pumping  arrangement  from  a  drag 
store.  .  .  .  The  hen,  she  passed  away  this 
mormn'  about  daybreak.  She  bled  quite  a  lot, 
but  I  got  most  of  it  in  that  rubber  bag,  and 
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Jton  pat  it  in  hi*  moatlit"  ^ 

Old  Man  Cnny  nodded. 

innaofHk«toinrprieefolki.Pr«iik.   Tvl!-i 

Lk.  J.r»u«^  «,  I  had  jom,  betti?  da^Ji 
JO".      Old  Uan  Cnny  fnmUed  in  U>  nl*^ 
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^  \  7^  .  ^'^  ^^  Cnrry's  pacmg  string 

iy  Y     *"iv«d  at  the  second  stop  on  the 

*    ▼      Jungle  Cirenit  the  Bald-faoed  Kid 

met  the  horse  car  in  the  railroad 

yards  and  watched  the  thoroughbreds  come 

down  the  chnte  into  the  corral.    One  by  one  he 

"r^^Ji^"^  *?=     ^^^^  *1»®  pride  of  the 
stable;  Elijah,  Isaiah,  Ezekiel,  Esther,  Nehe- 
miah,  Ruth,  ajd  Jeremiah.    The  aged  owner, 
straw  m  mouth  and  hands  clasped  behind  him 
watched  the  unloading  process  narrowly  iriv- 
mg  an  order  now  and  then  and  sparing  no  more 
t^  a  nod  for  his  young  friend.    This  sort  of 
welcome  did  not  discourage  the  Kid.    He  was 
accustomed  to  the  old  man's  speUs  of  sUenee. 
as  weU  as  his  garrulous  interludes. 
^.*T^«yJook  all  right,  old-timer,"  said  the 
Kid,  making  conversation  for  its  own  sake, 
les,  sir,  they  look  good.     The  trip  didn't 
bother  »em  much.    Elisha,  now,  I'd  say  he  was 
ready  to  step  out  and  bust  a  track  record  as 

ST^'if  ,^  ^^  ^*  ^^^'•^  ««t  of  his  ears. 
Shouldn't  wonder  if  he " 
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Tlie  aimleM  ohatter  died  away  into  .m..^ 

that  feDowf  ^^fSl  •i.^T*  ^  y®'»  P»<*  i^P 

ftwr  1;  '^^  ^*  ^^*®  forefoot    H-m-mf 

F^^W^  ^"""^  mean  to  teU  me  thi,  i. 

J?S  ^  ^^^'"TT  nodded. 

dii^'S^'^'Xa  w^%^^'-^^  ^^ 

tftatw  p)od,  great,  and  wise  did  you  aet  tl^ 
erowbait  wished  on  jonV*  ^ 

re^e^Z  m."^  ^hf^  away  his  straw  and 
reafifted  for  his  packet  of  fine  cut,  a  sure  niirn 

He  wa'n»t  wished  on  me.  Frank.  limm^ 
M^es  was  stuck  with  a  feed  bill,  'Jtat  thTs^ 
^e,^  just   as   I   was   loadin'   my  hos^es, 

" Tr^^,!:      mm  t ,  n  e  for  next  to  nothinir  " 
And  you  can  bet  he  didn't  misreDres^fb- 


'» /I 


nothinip 

lemoe.    If  yo«  »«d  to  to:    'Thia  ia  a  bl«* 
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horse  named  Fairfax  and  that  over  there  is 

nothing,*  I  oonldn'tteU  which  was  which.   Old- 
timer,  you're  in  had." 

"Mehhe  I  am.'»   Old  Man  Curry's  tone  was 
apologetic  and  oonciKating  in   the  extreme. 
Mebbe  I  am.  You  ought  to  know  'bout  hosses. 
j<ranJL    You  most  generly  do." 

"Cut  out  the  sarcasm,  because  here's  one  I 
do  know.  ...  You  made  a  sucker  of  me  on 
Jerenuah,  but  don't  rub  it  in.  This  Fairfax 
looks  like  a  stake  horse  and  on  his  breeding  he 
ought  to  run  like  one,  but  he  simply  can't  un- 
trock  himself  in  any  kind  of  going.  If  hay  was 
two  bits  a  ton  and  this  hlack  feUow  had  an  ap- 
^^  i^®  ^  humming  bird,  he  wouldn't  be 
worth  f  eedmg.    I  'm  telling  you  I ' ' 

"I  hear  you,  Frank."  Old  Man  Curry  pre- 
tended to  reflect  deeply,  but  there  was  a  shif  tinir 
hght  in  his  eye.  "Ah,  hah!  Your  advice,  then, 
would  be  to  take  him  out  and  shoot  him  to  save 
expense  f" 

"Oh,  quit  your  kidding,  old-timer.  You've 
bought  a  race  horse;  now  go  ahead  and  see 
what  you  can  do  with  him." 

JJJ^^^K^X^^^I'^''^^''^"  ejaculated  the  old 
man.  "Am'titf  Great  minds  run  in  the  same 
channels,  for  a  fact.    You  know,  that's  exackly 

look  this  black  boss  over  yet— I  bought  him  just 
before  we  pulled  out  of  the  raUroad  yards- 
but  I  ve  been  expectin'  to  see  what  I  could  do 
with  him.   Whenever  I  get  hold  of  a  boss  that 
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^  w  ™r?  h".  *^*  ^*><>^»  ««  if  he  could 
rni^  bnt  ain't  doin'  it-the  next  thing  i  ^mS 

3!^r  ^  ^  ^  ^^^  ^^'«  hred  right  X 
daddy  was  snre  a  go-getter  from  'way  np  Te 
«-eek  and  his  mother  was  a  nice,  honest  m«e 
mare  and  ^e  as  a  badger.  .  .  .  AndspeS 

ttt"2'^?^'  f '\^'  ^  ^^°'*  knows  ;?u^r 
thought  of  1^  bnt  when  it  comes  to  ancestors  a 

ifnlnT^^^'^'i^^^^  ^««  ««*  someOiing  on 
a  hnman  bemg.  Even  Fairfax  over  there  had 
his  ancestors  picked  out  for  him  by  Sikswho 
SSr^^h^^'^T  "^^  ^*«  after ';es"o 
t^  f  hZ  "'  ^"  *'  ^^^  ^*«  «°^  that'll  be 
ri^^nl  •  f  ""?;  ^.'""^  ^^*^°»t  <Ja8s  can't 
nng  m  on  a  family  tree,  whereas  humans  ain't 
noways  near  that  partickler.  Son, Tood  looks 
has  made  grandfathers  out  of  lots  of  men  that 

of  ,Sf,5^:d''^'^^  '^^^  "^"^  ^^^^^  ^P^-«te^ 
C^«M  *     ^  ^^^.  ?^®^  *^^  of  that!" 
i^  *r"K  ■/f'*^  ^'^  laughed. 

an  L^S«?f  ^''''''*^  P""^«^  ^P  a  whale  of 
tW  iK  t  *°  ?^'^  y*»^^«^Jf  for  shipping 
T«„»^  ^y  ^"™^^  around  the  country 

wipped  one  over  on  you." 

m^f^^it.^'^  ^^  "^^^^^  he  didn't.   Jimmy 

np!I2?^°*^«^  "«^*  <^own  to  it,  I'd  say  he's 

£SS  ".^if  "'"^^  ^*«  ^  ^ot  he^over! 
looted  Mmething  about  this  Fairfax.    I  teU 
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yon,  on  his  breeding,  the  hoes  ongfat  to  rxm.** 
"And  Al  Engle  onglit  to  be  in  jail,  Imt  he 
aint   He's  here,  big  as  life.'' 

"And  aspreadix^  himself  like  a  green  bay 
tree,  I  reckon,  "said  the  old  man.  "I've  lopped 
a  ffew  branches  off  that  rascal  in  my  time,  and 
if  I  have  any  Inck  I'll  lop  off  a  few  more  at  this 
meeting.  .  .  .  Ole  Maje  Pettigrew  is  still  the 
presiding  judge  here,  ain't  het" 
"Sure.    They  can't  get  rid  of  him." 
"A  lot  of  crooks  would  like  to."    There  was 
a  trace  of  grimness  in  the  old  man's  tone. 
"Pettigrew  won't  stand  for  no  monkey  busi- 
ness, pullin'  a  boss's  head  off  on  Monday  and 
cuttin'  him  loose  on  Tuesday.    They've  got  to 
be  mlddlin'  consistent  p'formers  to  get  by  the 
major,  and  if  Al  Engle  goes  rmmin'  'em  in  and 
out  he'll  get  his  jacket  dusted  good;  you  n^ark 
what  I  say  I" 
The  Bald-faced  Kid  shook  his  head. 
"That's  your  hope  talking  now,"  said  he, 
"and  not  your  common  sense.     These  race- 
track judges  have  been  after  The  Sharpshooter 
a  long  time,  but  I  notice  he's  still  wearing  an 
owner'p  badge  and  coming  in  at  the  free  gate. 
He's  a  crook— no  getting  away  from  it— but 
he's  got  Mgh-up  friends." 

"Let  him  have  'em I"  snapped  Old  Man 
Cnrry.  "You  know  what  Solomon  sayst 
*  Though  hand  join  in  hand,  the  wicked  shall  not 
be  unpunished.'  Let  Engle  have  his  puU;  it 
won't  buy  him  a  nickel's  worth  with  ok  Maje 
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Pettigrew.  When  he  starts  dealin'  out  jus- 
f  w  f  *  "^S  **?1,^*  ^^  *^P  o'  tl»e  deck  and 
f Si%?'*''^ '•^    The  majors  get  hin: 

«i7*?r^*f**  l?!^  i®®P  moummg  if  he  does," 

Zitl^^if  I  ^^  ^«^^  ^«  "^^  friend  of  miSe, 
old-timer.  If  he  was  overboard  in  fifty  feet 
of  water  and  couldn't  swim  a  Hck,  I'd  toTs  S 
a  bar  of  lead-that's  how  muchTthiiTof  iS^ 
He  did  me  a  mean  trick  once  and  I  haven't  got 

bk!.lh^'*-  ^r^ayl  Don't  you  feStSi 
black  horse,  or  what  T" 

^Hdi?   FcerfhimT   Of  conrse  we  f eed  him  I 
"Yon  don't  feed  him  enough  or  he  wouldn't 

Brae  enough,  Fairfax  was  gnawine  at  the 

^u^^'^\^'  ^""'^^  ^^P  °^^«  tee?h  l^*caSe 
^r^^^V^t  "i""^-  ^^*^^  a  time  the  hwse 
dropp^  his  head  and  gulped  heavily. 

'«H«  «fn?°^  mackerell"  ejaculated  the  Kid. 
.^He^ain  t  really  swallowing  those  splinters, 

J^^^^l"^^^^^^^  Bald-faced  Kid  re- 

woS  ^t^^b^ijif ,^- '  ""^^  '^^  ^-~- 

Ten  days  later  Fairfax,  running  in  Old  Man 
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Ouny'g  colonra  and  under  the  name  of  Eliphaz, 
won  a  cheap  selling  race  from  very  bad  horses 
--won  it  m  a  easier  after  leading  all  the  way 
The  Bald-faced  Kid,  a  student  to  whom  past 
performance  was  a  sacred  thing,  was  shocked 
at  this  amazing  reversal  of  form  and  sought 
Old  Man  Ourry— and  information. 

*'I  don't  know  how  yon  do  itl''  said  the 
yonth.    "All  I  can  say  is  that  you're  a  marvel 

—a  wizard.    This  Fairfax—" 
"Eliphaz,  son,"  said  the  old  man.    "Eliphaz. 

I  got  his  name  changed." 
"And  his  heart  too,"  said  the  Kid.    "And 

maybe  you  got  him  a  nev  set  of  legs,  or  lumra. 

or  something?    Well,  EUphaz,  then—do^^u 

know  how  fast  that  bird  stepped  the  first  half 

mile?" 

Old  Man  Curry  nodded. 
"I  reckon  I  do,"  said  he  simply.   "I  bet  quite 
a  chunk  on  him." 

.  «  ^'^i  ?^  course  you  wouldn't  open  up  and 
tell  a  fnend!"  The  Bald-faced  Kid  was  be- 
gmmng  to  show  signs  of  exasperation.  "You're 
the  fellow  that  invented  secrets,  ain't  you,  old- 
timer?  You're  by  a  clam  out  of  an  oyster,  you 
are!  Never  mind  I  Don't  say  it  I  I  can  tell 
by  the  look  in  your  eye  that  Solomon  thought 
the  clam  was  the  king  of  beasts.  What  I  want 
to  know  is  this:  how  did  that  black  brute  come 
to  change  his  heart  at  the  same  time  with  his 
name?" 

"I  dunno'B  there  was  ever  anything  wronff 
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J  m"*  ^*'  ^^  '^'^  ""l  ""wot  I'M  breedin*- 
by  Stonndond  ont  of  Frinnerr    •.,,♦  k^*^ 

ran  to  hia  breeding  before   to77J?1  *  °T' 

rtewn  roUer  ont  of  a  wheelbarrow.  WhaTta  sLS 
^dronXXilil?  'o  bin._prini^ 

^^S^'Tr'^rS^r^HrwirVf^^ 
b«^«.edn«baM7^rd'„SJrr? 

"I'to  Mlwl,?''*  °'' "  '"'  «"«  '"otWng  reply. 

"sLl  5   to  this  horse  to  make  him  wini" 

Borne  day,  Frank— some  day  "    -ShT^ 

hommM.  combed  his  white  beS  witt  hisTf 

S?ft  W  "P,"'*^  "^  i^PatieryZl  friinS 
'•th  bemgn  toler«,ce.  ^  Y„„_g^y^«^P^ 
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■o  farf"  Thus  tactfully  did  Old  Man  Curry 
reoognige  the  fact  that  the  Bald-f aoed  Kid  was 
what  another  man  mig^t  have  called  a  toot. 
"A  few,  yes,"  said  the  Kid.  »*Piker8.*» 
"WeU,  sort  of  whisper  to  *em  that  Eliphaz'U 
be  a  good  bet  the  next  time  ont." 

"If  it's  a  dog  race,  there  won't  be  any  price 
on  him,"  was  the  sulky  response. 

"It  won't  be  a  dog  race,"  said  Old  Man 
Curry.   "It'll  be  a  boss  race." 

A  few  days  afterward  the  Bald-faced  Kid 
picked  up  the  overnight  entry  slip  and  there 
found  something  which  caused  him  to  emit  a 
long,  low  whistle. 

"Well,  the  poor  old  nut!"  murmured  the 
Kid.  "Just  because  he  thinks  well  of  the  black 
horse,  he's  got  no  license  to  slip  him  in  against 
the  real  ones.  .  .  .  Too  much  dass  here  for 
Eliphaz.  He  may  be  able  to  beat  dogs  and  non- 
winners,  but  Topaz  and  Miss  Louise  will  run 
the  eyeballs  out  of  him.   Let's  see — ^Topaz  won 

his  last  start "  and  the  Bald-faced  Kid  fell 

to  thumbing  his  form  charts. 

Topaz  and  Miss  Louise  did  not  run  the  eye- 
balls  out  of  Eliphaz;  the  supposed  contenders 
never  got  near  enough  to  the  black  horse  to 
give  him  a  race.  Eliphaz  burst  out  in  front 
when  the  barrier  rose  and  stayed  there,  trium- 
phantly kicking  dods  in  the  faces  of  his  pur- 
suers. To  quote  from  the  form  chart  notes: 
"Eliphaz  much  too  good;  surprised  the  talent 
by  winning  as  he  pleased." 
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M^JS^^;  ■^"yd  «^«  Bald-f aoed  Kid, 
md  gieved  Idm  too,  for  that  youth  had  per! 
rojded  a  most  prMnising  dient  to  bet  hia  last 
dollar  on  Topaa.  Topaa  was  second,  which  ww 
some  oomiolation,  but  the  horse  without  m7h 

S^r*^  '^V*^  '^^  ~°»P"»y  passed  S 
2LT®  "^^^'^^  i*"«^»  to  spare,  his  mouS 
OMM«Tfi!T"*°^r*.'^'*«P°^^    That  night 

ro^bered  what  I  wid  and  cashed  in  on  the 
n^i^*"-"  IJT^^-    Th«y  ^as  ofPerin' 10  to  1 

Z^k""  *^*.T?"'^**^«-  He's  an  hn- 
proved  boss,  am't  hef"  ««  "u 

-M^fjUTn^fwH"?*^"  «^°*«<i  *i»«  Kid. 

at™?Jh  f n  v*"  ^'J'^  ^  *"  *^«  ^ay  down  the 

?.  *^^®®P  ^»^  ^'•om  breaking  a  track 

I.  ui  i  A  ^^**  *^®y  d  all  like  to  know »' 
Ruckled  the  old  man.  "  *A  word  spoken  hi  die 
season,  how  good  it  is!'    I  spoke  one  a  few 

SL  hrL?«^*  ^*  ^'^-    ^^  ^"  past  perform- 
anoe  he  am»t  even  in  the  same  class  with 

horses  like  he  beat  to-dayl"  ^ 

omoL^  Man  Cnriy  smiled  and  returned  to  Sol- 

not  *tiT^^iT^f^  ^«^om  and  findeth  it 

"Yes-'unto     him     that     understandethi' 
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Thai's  tlie  point;  I  don't  underatand.  Nobody 
nndentands.  Here'i  a  dead  horse  oome  to  life 
and  he's  got  everybody  guessing.  Miracles  are 
all  right,  but  I'm  never  going  to  bet  on  one  mi- 
til  I  know  how  it's  done.  Say,  old-timer,  ain't 
yon  going  to  tell  me  what's  happened  to  Eli- 
phaat" 

"No,  but  111  ten  yon  what  Solomon  says 
'bont  a  loose  tongue,  my  son."  Old  Man  Curry 
paused,  for  he  was  addressing  the  vanishing 
coat  tails  of  a  muoh-disgusted  young  man.  The 
Bald-faced  Kid  took  himself  off  in  a  highly  in- 
flamed state  of  mind,  and  the  patriarch,  look- 
ing after  him,  shook  his  head  sorrowfully. 

**  'How  much  better  is  it  to  get  wisdom  than 
gold,'  "  he  quoted,  "but  Frank,  now—- he  wants 
'em  both  at  the  same  time!" 

There  were  others  who  were  earnest  in  their 
search  for  information,  which  became  acute 
when  Eliphaz,  late  Fairfax,  won  his  fourth  race, 
a  brilliant  victory  over  the  best  horses  at  the 
track.  Among  the  seekers  after  knowledge 
were  Al  Engle  and  Martin  O'Connor,  horse- 
men and  turf  pirates  with  whom  Old  Man  Curry 
had  been  at  war  for  some  time.  Engle,  some- 
times called  The  Sharpshooter,  was  the  chief 
oonspiratcr;  O'Connor  was  his  lieutenant. 
Engle,  who  was  responsible  for  the  skirmishes 
with  Curry,  had  begun  < ,  "^rations  with  the 
theory  that  Old  Man  Cur  was  a  harmless, 
brainless  individual,  "shot  full  of  luci,"  he 
expressed  it.    Circumstances  had  caused  him 
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!?«i*^  ^"  ®P""**"  iomewliat;  he  no  longer 
P^thB  owner  of  BKpha.  and  EKdw ;  heX 

•JJ*"  )^  Mworthies  diseiuged  the  remr. 
Mchon  of  Fairfax,  the  place  of  tt»  coSflTS- 
^  O'Connor'.  tacUe-room  and  thi  S  IhJm 
5  C*A*^"''T^*  **  '»°rth  rtraighTrtcto^ 

.aid  O  ^C  °?  ""^  I """«  »°  «»*  »'0"e," 
Mid  O  Comor,  "I  wish  you'd  teU  me  what  it 

I..  A  month  ago  Fairfa/wa.  a  bum;  nwhe'a 
pretty  near  a  .talte  horw  and  gettC  bette? 

Zrt^^1Ll^•^   Whyconldf-twfhav?: 
smart  vet'  look  him  over  on  the  slv  hpfnro  1,^ 
goes  to  the  post  the  next  time     OliL  wf^nW 
send  word  to  the  judee  that  rur-JTt       ^ 
lating  the  horse  and—"         "^  ''"'  '**°*"" 

Enlt^'^uT**®  *  ^""""^^y  precedent,"  sneered 

what  It  8  for.    A  man  that  hops  his  horses  aa 
often  as  yon  do  can't  afford  to  start  ^y  iS! 
vestigations  along  that  line.   If  you  mnstthriw 
omething  at  Cnrry,  throw  a  brick~boSm 
Sm^p;i.f-t°i?^!?r.J  ^«°'*  ^Heve  it's 
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tlie  old  Boonndrel  that  nraeb-Hmd  he's  got  thii 
bird  edged  vp.  Take  it  from  me,  he'i  a  eraok- 
ing  good  Mlling  plater.  I'd  like  to  have  him 
in  my  bam." 

O'Comior  lanfl^ed  mipleatantly.  He  resent- 
ed Bugle's  easy  and  arrogant  assumption  of 
mental  superiority,  and  was  thankful  for  a 
<*ance  to  remind  The  Sharpshooter  of  one 
warmish  in  which  all  the  honours  had  gone  to 
Old  Man  Cnrry. 

"G'wan,  run  him  np  like  you  did  Eliaha," 
said  O'Connor.  "Grab  him  out  of  a  seUing 
race.  My  memory  ain't  what  it  used  to  be,  Al, 
but  seems  to  me  you  took  one  of  Curry's  horses 
away  from  him  and  framed  him  up  for  a  kill- 
ing. Did  I  dream  it,  or  did  the  skate  run  last? 
Go  on  and  grab  another  horse  away  from  the 
old  boy!" 

"Will  you  ever  quit  beefing  about  the  money 
you  lost  on  that  racet"  snapped  Engle. 

"Will  I  ever  forget  who  got  me  into  it?" 
countered  O'Connor.  "And  if  you'll  take  a  tip 
from  me—which  you  won't  because  you  think 
you're  smarter  than  I  am— you'll  let  Old  Man 
Curry's  horses  alone.  It  ain't  in  the  cards  that 
you  or  me  can  monkey  with  those  Bible  horses 
without  getting  hurt.  Grab  this  Fairfax,  or 
whatever  they  call  him  now,  but  count  me  out" 

"No-o,"  said  The  Sharpshooter,  his  lips 
pursed  and  his  brow  wrinkled.  "I  don't  want 
to  grab  him.    I'd  rather  get  h 


way 


some  other 
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Bqy  him,  then." 
Bngbihookhuhead. 

nl'iSSir.'"'^'*  ••^»»t  to  me,  anyway 

h-r^toWt  «Mi„„  ta  Old  U^"iX; 

for  both.  ^^^  * '^®*'^®«"»ar  chm,  answered 

2^-ta^  of  .e  ^i^M^^ts^CTo 

wavf^r  corrected  the  old  man,  "and  it 
^n  t  no  advantage  because  yon  was  crU??  to 

"I'd  been  drinkin*  or  I  wonldn'f  i»o«    u 
such  a  fool,"  whined  MUes  ^°R^J  ^^l  ^^'^ 
out:  the  old  BtOTv     IT?  T  I*  A  7.*^^  "»— brains 

attached  to  hTtte  wl^l  ii^  t?J''  ^l**" 

with  him  a  long  time  JSL »  v^'    ^?  "^^^^^ 

and  it  was  a  iSisSk;  te^f  k^  "^^^^  *^  ^°' 

he  was  shapL'^D  I  vIvJT  F  J""*  ^^^^^ 
I*ntan\3«Li?*  ,i^^«*obnyhimba<*. 
^ut  a  pnce  on  him,  old  man."  ^^ 
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Miles  itooped  to  extiagiiiah  a  bnining  matdi 
ond  which  tho  Kid  had  thrown  on  the  floor,  and 
in  that  inatant  the  Bald-faoed  Kid  oanght  Old 
Man  Corry'i  eye  and  ihook  his  head  ever  so 
slightly. 

"He  ain't  for  sale,"  said  the  owner  of  Eli- 
phai. 

"Not  for  cash— and  yonr  own  figoret"  per- 
sisted Miles.  Again  a  wordless  message  flashed 
aoross  the  tadde-room.  This  time  the  Kid, 
jrawning,  stretched  one  hand  high  over  his  head. 

"Two  thousand  dollarsi"  said  Old  Man 
Cnrry  promptly. 

Miles  golped  his  astonishment. 

""Why—why,  yon  got  him  for  a  hundred  and 
fli^!'*  he  cried. 

"He's  a  better  hoss  than  when  I  got  him," 
said  the  old  man,  "and  he's  won  four  races. 
Maybe  he'll  win  four  more.  You  asked  for  my 
figure.  You  got  it.  Two  thousand.  Not  a  cent 
less." 

Miles  argued  and  pleaded,  but  the  old  man 
was  firm. 

"It  ain't  as  if  I  was  wantin'  to  sell,"  he  ex- 
plained.  "I  never  want  to  sell— when  the  other 
man  wants  to  buy.  That's  business,  ain't  it f 
Two  thousand— take  it  or  leave  it" 

"III  see  you  later,"  said  Miles.  "You  might 
come  down  some." 

Hardly  was  he  out  of  the  room  before  Old 
Man  Gurry  turned  to  his  remaining  guesl 
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^"^^u,^ '"' "'"  ^  •»- 

iii  ^*-'«eed  Kid  griimed. 
Broybody  ain't  u  doao-monthed  as  rae 
SS'"'i^'-    Engl^  O'0,nnor.  ^  Ji„^ 
Mil««  ipht  a  qnart  of  wine  in  the  reitau^i 

day  and  the  waiter  hnr.j  aronnd  and  got  an 
i1SS»„    n""'"'  ""  «8«i"««  tt>e  deal  from 

^Mi^°![;/°"  wouldn't  1.U  to'Ci* 
^Jirv  .''**'■ """  "<>  toM  J^  what  to  aaV 
sLJ^  *°  "».«»'  horse  in  hi.  co W  "5 

You're  sure  he  ain't  IntendLyr  to  lav  V  „. 
,  "Not  at  this  track,  old-timer.   Yon  baa  F«..»^ 

^?^T^Cr^,!:r^t  ^:^iiou?tL^ 

»h  eno^h  to  do  Mv  cheating  with  EHpti^t 

•tore  take  a  oh-noe-not  with  M  Pettigrew 
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laying  for  him— on  general  prinaples.  Engle 
thinks  that  if  he  buys  the  blade  horse  and  wins 
a  good  race  with  him  first  time  ont  it  may  pnll 
the  wool  over  Pettigrew*s  eyes.  He  says  Eli- 
phaz  is  a  dndi  in  the  Handicap  next  Sator- 
day." 

Old  Man  Curry  fingered  his  beard  for  some 
time  in  silence. 

"Blast  the  Inokl"  said  he  suddenly.  "Why 
didn't  I  know  Miles  was  arepresentin'  Al 
Englef" 

"You'd  have  said  three  thousand,  eht" 

"No,"  said  Old  Man  Curry.  "No,  son.  Fif- 
teen hundred." 

' '  Fifteen  hundred  I  You  *re  crazy  I  *  * 

"Mebbe  I  am,  but  Solomon,  he  says  that  even 
a  fool,  if  he  keeps  his  mouth  shut  tight  enough, 
can  pass  for  a  wise  man.  .  .  .  Frank,  I  wish 
you'd  go  out  and  find  Jimmy  Miles.  Sort  of 
hint  to  him  that  if  he  comes  back  here  he  won't 
be  throwed  out  on  his  head.  Do  that  for  me, 
and  mebbe  you  won't  lose  nothing  by  it." 

The  negotiations  for  the  purchase  of  Eliphaz 
were  long  drawn  out,  but  on  Friday  evening  at 
dusk  Old  Man  Curry  went  into  the  stall  and 
said  good-bye  to  his  four-time  winner. 

"Don't  be  so  skittish!"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man. "I  ain't  come  to  put  the  strap  on  ye.  .  .  . 
Habit  is  a  great  thing,  black  boss,  a  great  thing. 
In  this  case  I'm  kind  of  dependin'  on  it.  Yon 
know  what  the  dog  done,  don't  yef  And  the 
sow  that  was  washed,  she  went  wallerin'  in  th« 
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mire,  first  «^ce  8he  got  That's  in  the  New 
Testament,  bnt  Peter,  he  got  the  notion  from 
BolOTnon  and  didn't  give  him  credit  either.  .  .  . 

^"l^V"         "'  ""^  ''^^'''^  ^pp«^ 

This  was  at  dnsk,  bnt  it  was  dose  to  eleven 
0  dock  when  the  transaction  was  completed  by 
teansfer  of  a  fat  roll  of  bills,  which  Old  Man 
Unrry  counted  very  carefully. 

"Fonr  hundred-five  hundred Jimmy. 

this  hoss  has  got  a  engagement  for  the  Handi. 
«p  to-morrow— seven  hundred— seven-fifty^ 
Was  yon  thinkin*  of  startin'  himT" 

said  mU^*"*  ^''-    I  "»^  i»«'B  got  a  diance," 

hnltlf^  chance—-  'Leven  hundred-twelve 
i^  A  u  r  ^J^**  **^^'  P"««  ^^*  satisfao- 
«.?  *"^u*"'J  ^?8?*»'t  to  hold  out  any  info'ma. 
tion.  This  black  hoss  shouldn't  be  worked  to- 
morrow  mormn*.  He  got  his  last  workout  to- 
day;  the  fuU  distance,  and  he's  ready.  I  wasn't 
even  gom' to  warm  him  up  before  takin'  him  to 
tue  paddodc.  Some  bosses  run  better  hot ;  some 
run  better  cold Fourteen  hundred— fif- 

ST,  !}^.""*°-^- «•"•'"<'*'<»««'» 

"I  won't,  old-timer.   Guess  I  better  take  him 
now,  eht  '  ^^ 

ho'ss^"  ^®^^  ^^^  "  any  other  time.   He's  your 

ria^.'^w?''*"  Dnval  Pettigrew  was  an  early 
nser,  bnt  he  was  barely  into  his  trousers  when 
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•  bell  boy  tapped  at  bia  door.  Tbe  major  was 
■man  and  plump,  witb  a  faoe  like  a  harvest 
noon,  if  yon  can  imagine  a  harvest  moon  wear- 
y^  a  briatling  monstaohe  and  goatee.  Horse- 
men  knew  to  ^eir  sorrow  that  <£e  major  owned 
a  long  memory,  a  short  temper,  and  strcmg 
prejnoUoes.  Consistent  racing  was  his  cry  and 
woe  to  the  in-and-onter. 

"Somebody  to  see  me,  ebf"  sputtered  the 
major.  "Blankety  blank  it  to  blank  I  Man 
cant  even  get  bis  breakfast  in  peace!  Oh,  Mr. 
Carry.    Show  the  gentleman  up,  boy.*' 

'' Jndge,"  said  Old  Man  Carry,  after  shaking 
hands,  "there's  something  yon  ooght  to  know. 
I  booght  that  Eliphas  boss  from  Jimmy  Miles 
— ^boog^t  him  cheap." 

"And  a  good  bargain,  sob,"  remarked  Majoi 
Pettigrew. 

"Mebbe.  Well,  Miles  has  been  pesterin'  me 
for  a  week  wantin'  to  bay  the  boss  back.  Said 
he  never  wonld  have  sold  him  if  he  hadn't  been 
in  licker.  He  kind  of  thought  I  took  advantage 
of  him,  he  said,  bat  it  wa'n't  true,  judge,  not 
a  word  of  it.  So  last  night  I  let  him  bay  the 
boss  back— for  cash.  This  momin'  the  boss  is 
in  Al  Engle's  bam." 

"Ah!"  Major  Pettigrew  twisted  his  goatee 
until  it  sta<^  out  straight  from  his  chin 
"Engle,  eht" 

"He  knew  I  never  would  have  sold  that  hoss 
to  him,  so  he  sent  Miles,"  explained  Old  Man 
Curry.   "I— >I've  had  some  trouble  with  Eng^e, 
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jiidgB.   I  beat  hiin  »  f  •▼  times  when  he  warn  *t 
looWn '  f or  me  to  win.    In  caw  anytlua*  hap. 

how  Engle  gvt  hold  of  the  hoaa-through  an- 
other party."  ^ 

"Jem  snh"  said  Major  Pettigrew.  "I  mi- 
derstand  yo' position  perfectly,  siA.  Suppose, 
now,  yoo  had  not  said  the  aMwa.  Would  yon 
say  he  had  a  chance  to  win  ^  Handicap!" 

^1^^    m^  ^^.  ^^  ^"y  earnestly,  -I 

nTt^J«h  iL?"  ^  '^^°*  ^*"  *^  breakfast 
N^  I  dont  know's  I  would  put  a  nickel  on 

"IW^er  weidd  I,  suh.    And,  speakinir  of 

mflin$ktmt  at  nmnp.  I  thought  von  ooirht 
1^  «»  t"«kt  of  how  tU.  black  h?M 
come  to  change  owners." 

with  a'w  *^****^  ***  ^**^  *^'"  ""^  *^®  °*"''^''' 

.♦;l2^®^iy®"l*>  '^®*™«^  ^8*«'8  colours, 
stood  m  the  paddock  stall  eyeing  EUphaz  and 

Ustemng  to  the  whispered  instrSotions  of  ^e 
new  owner. 

hJl^wH"*  *r*^  .^y"*«^»  j°<*»  «»d  never  look 
^.   He's  a  fast  breaker.   Keep  him  in  front 

Bettin'  much  on  him!"  asked  Merriti 
JVotamokel.  He  opened  at  even  money  and 
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they  played  him  to  4  to  5.  I  d<m*t  faney  the 
odds,  bnt  yoa  ride  him  just  the  lame  aa  if  the 
laat  dieck  was  down— mind  that.  On  his  work- 
ont  yesterday  morning  he's  ready  for  a  better 
raee  than  any  he's  shown  so  far,  so  bring  him 
kmie  in  front" 

The  bngle  blared,  the  jockeys  were  flnng  into 
the  saddles  and  the  parade  began.  The  race 
was  at  seven-eighths,  and  as  the  horses  passed 
the  grand  stand  on  the  way  to  tiie  post  Jo<d:ey 
Miirritt  heard  his  name  called.  Major  Petti- 
gnw  was  standing  on  the  platform  in  front 
of  the   pagoda,   bawling   through   a    megar 


*^Boy,  bring  that  black  boss  oyer  here!" 

Marritt  reined  Eliphaz  across  the  track, 
tooihed  the  visor  of  his  cap  with  his  whip,  and 
lo<dEed  np  inqniringiy. 

"Sot,"  said  Major  Pettigrew,  "yon're  on  the 
favonrite,  so  don't  make  any  mistakes  with  him. 
I  want  to  see  yon  ride  from  start  to  finish— and 
I'm  goin'  to  be  watchin'  yon.   That's  all." 

"I'll  do  my  best,  jndge,"  was  Merritt's  an- 
swer. 

"Yon  see  that  the  boss  does  his  best,"  warned 
the  major.    "Proceed  with  him,  son." 

The  Handicap  was  a  great  race,  bnt  we  are 
concerned  with  bnt  one  horse— Eliphaz,  late 
Fairfax.  When  the  barrier  rose  Jockey  Merritt 
booted  the  spnrs  home  and  tried  to  hnrl  the  big 
black  into  the  lead.  He  might  as  well  have  tried 
to  get  early  speed  ont  of  a  porpoise.    Eliphas 
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on  ud  Mt  tile  favonrito  mortiiw  in  the  dnat 
i^.^V'^  "»  black  rid^^thhta 

Its  X""^  ~"" """  «**  *"•'  "'  '^'"• 

"BJankety  blank  Ul"  mtiiaiaed  Major  Petti. 

grew  to  the  .«od.te  judge.   "What^dllSl 

"He  runs  like  «  cow,"  said  the  auar'b  m. 

though.    He',  whipping  m^j 
It  wai  a  ]mg  way  tamad  «m 
probably  oaly  one  mar  waa  i^afiy  ,_-.  f^ 
EhjAaj.   Od  Man  Cbrry,  at  thTpL^Jte 
dwdt  hi.  iMd  as  tie  iLdkhU!^^^^£^ 
down  ti»  stKtch,  last  bTS^^.  thTtZ^ 

«« irelts  on  hie  shoulder.  '^^^^^^  ^•^" 

lae  winning  numbers  bud  droDtjeH  Infn  Hn«i 

<lw:  ?«  ®  °®*^*^  messenger. 

-mi?  ^ff^  ■''^  F  ^  ^  ^">t  t«  see  liim  (tl 
hat  K.  i^"*?!M '  5*'*  ^«  *^«  »»«»  wiSi  our 
^f\^  OUT  h&ndV*   It  was  the  Bdd-faoedKid 

ihi.  time  youVe  put  one  over  for  fair!    MaT 
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jor  Pettigrew  has  jut  passed  oat  his  deoisioii 
to  the  newspaper  boys.'' 

"Ah,  hahf  said  the  old  man,  looking  np  from 
the  Book  of  Proverbs.  "His  deeasion,  eht 
Was  he— kind  of  severeUket" 

"Oh,  no — ol  Not  what  yon'd  oall  severe. 
I  suppose  he  could  have  ordered  Engle  boiled 
in  oU  or  hung  by  the  neck  or  something  like 
that,  but  the  major  let  him  down  light  All  he 
did  was  to  mle  him  off  the  turf  for  life !" 

'  *  Oracions  Peter  i   Yon  don 't  tell  me  P  * 

"Tes,  and  his  horses  too.  The  whole  bnnch! 
Engle  is  almost  crazy.  He  swears  on  his  moth- 
er's grave  that  he's  in-no-cent  and  he's  going 
to  appeal  to  the  Jockey  Clnb  and  have  Elipbi^ 
examined  by  a  'vet'  and  the  Lord  knows  what 
all.  Oh,  he's  wild!  It  seems  that  Pettigrew 
wanted  him  to  prove  that  he'd  badced  the  horse 
and  he  couldn't  produce  the  losing  tidwts.  If 
Merritt  hadn't  half  killed  the  horse,  Pettigvew 
would  have  got  him  too." 

"Well,  well!"  said  the  old  man,  tumiag  back 
to  Proverbs.  "I  was  just  readin'  semethii^; 
here.  'He  that  seeketh  mischief,  it  shall  come 
unto  him.'  Engle  has  been  seeldn'  miMhief  a 
long  time  now  and  look  what  he's  got" 

"Too  true,  old-timer,"  said  the  Bald-faced 
Kid,  "but  who  was  it  ordered  the  mischief 
wrapped  up  and  delivered  to  himt  Come 
through  I" 

"Hold  up  your  right  hand!"  said  Old  Man 
Curry. 
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'CroM  my  heart  and  hoiM  to  dU  if  t  «««. 

fc^!5^-^  irat  maaadin'  the  hosaes  and 
totehedBhphaalHtiii'atthefeiioeT.  Y^ 
doTThea  yoa  ougirt  to  be  adiaioS  to  ai^  a^v 

i^^^^/^5r^  y**-*  b«inew-y^ 
wo^»t  need  to  ask  qvestic^e. 

toilljJ^i^'?"  of  wind  like  a  b.Uoon!l 
2lii«^*w^  I,!**  J»»n"  <^«P  his  head  and 
CTPaflojr  that  ipay  ^t  wiblwi'  was  what  a^ 

^OM.     Ji«my  IGles  prohably  never  done  a 

Wft.a^™^  "^^  -«^*'''  ^o-  "' 
"Well,  the  first  thinir  I  did  wji.  ♦«  Vo-«  *i. 

'rho 'n*^K^^«^  s.  t£'d:;s^:,tSi^« 

no  hoss  wiH  cnb  unless  he  oan  get  his  hwd 

^his  head  down  all  right,  but  he  couS 
w^  any  air.    With  that  habit  corrected,  Eli 
P^JMwas  a  great  boss.  ' 

When  I  found  out  that  Enrfe  wnnfA^  i^ 

ho  d been  workedjand  when  I «,«  him  f  dWn-J 
J^t^«  ,f*-  ,^t'«  ««.  Frank.    When  he 

M^«  w  ^iJ  •"  ""  ■»  '»"  »'  «»r  that  if 
Memtt  hadn't  been  settin'  on  him  he'd  ban 

«»»*  »P  like  a  balloan.    That',  why  I  warSd 
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yon  not  to  l«t  nxfhodj  bet  on  him.  . .  .  Did 
jou  do  pfttty  wdl,  Frankf " 

"I  got  m  toellifiil  whik  loiiie  other  folks  was 
gottiiiff  a  moftl,"  antwored  the  Kid.  ''Just  one 
tiihig  mort:  where  did  yon  get  that  namo— Eli- 
phaif" 

"That  waa  a  sort  of  a  joke^"  confessed  the 
old  man.  "Onoe  there  was  a  party  named  Job^ 
and  he  had  all  sorts  of  hard  Inek.  Some  of 
that  hard  Inek  was  in  not  bein'  able  to  lose  his 
friends.  They  need  to  come  and  see  him  and 
hold  a  lodge  of  sorrow  and  set  on  the  ground 
and  talk  and  talk— whole  chapters  of  talk— and 
tiie  windiest  one  of  'em  all——'' 

'*I  get  yont"  chuckled  the  Bald-faced  Kid. 
"That  was  EUphast" 

Old  Man  Cnrry  nodded. 

"  'Knowledge  is  easy  nnto  him  that  nnder- 
standeth,'  "  he  quoted. 

"Yes»  but  an  inside  tip  now  and  then  never 
hurt  anybody, ' '  said  the  Bald-faced  Kid.  *  *  De- 
clare me  in  on  the  next  miracle,  will  yout" 
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WELL,  oM  sport,  are  you  going  to  sfip 
P^^  <»•  over  OB  *em  to-dayf " 
"What  do  you  thii&  of  Jerexniah'i 
«/.        <*^oe8,  Mr.  Ourryf* 

a  nil!S?  ?^'  ■**"^«  »*  «»e  entrance  to 
a  paddock  staU,  lent  an  unwilling  ear  to  ^eae 

^J^  ^^  Ite  beUeved  in  the  fitneM  of 

2J^ou8ly  m  the  paddock,  has  been  kno^  to 
aft^  dosing  odds,  and  it  was  the  old  man^ 

dS^^^'**^"*/^"'^^***^"-  Those  who 
Pe«M«d  the  owner  of  the  "Bible  stable"  with 
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to  him,  and  it  was  one  of  hii  good  daja,  and  he 
didn't  got  bnmpod  on  thetnm,  and  the  boy  rode 
him  jnat  right,  and  he  oonid  itaj  in  front  of 
the  favonrite,  he  might  win.  Pressed  further, 
a  note  of  pesnimiim  deytloped  in  the  patriarch  'a 
oonversation;  be  beoame  the  bearded  embodi- 
ment of  reasonable  donbt  Carry's  remarks, 
rapidly  dreolating  in  the  betting  ring,  may  have 
made  it  possible  for  Carry's  betting  oommis- 
sioner,  also  rapidly  cironlating  at  the  last  min- 
ate,  to  onload  a  considerable  bundle  of  Carry's 
money  on  Jeremiah  at  odds  of  5  and  6  to  1. 

One  paddock  habitat  asnally  a  keen  seeker 
after  information,  might  have  received  a  hint 
worth  money  had  he  come  after  it  Old  Man 
Carry  noted  the  absence  of  the  Bald-faced  Kid, 
and  when  the  bagle  soonded  the  call  to  the  track 
he  tamed  the  bridle  over  to  Shanghai,  the  negro 
hostler,  and  ambled  into  the  betting  ring  in 
search  of  his  yoong  friend.  The  betting  ring 
was  the  Kid's  place  of  bosiness— if  tenting  is 
dassed  as  an  occnpation  and  not  a  misde- 
meanoor— bat  Old  Man  Garry  did  not  find  him 
in  the  crowd.  It  was  not  antil  the  horseman 
stepped  ont  on  the  Uwn  that  he  spied  the  Kid, 
his  elbows  on  the  top  rail  of  the  fence,  his  chin 
in  his  hands,  and  his  back  sqoarely  tamed  to 
the  betting  ring.  He  did  not  even  look  aroand 
when  the  old  man  addressed  him. 

''Well,  Frank,  I  kind  of  expected  you  in  the 
paddock." 

The  Kid  was  staring  oat  across  the  track 
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PJjtioiUar;  he  granted  riighUy,  butdlraS 
rUh-huhl"   Thi.  without  inte^^;  entlm- 


I  i^  ■ome  6  to  1  on  him  jut  now. " 
toward  the  betting  ring.    Then  he  looked  atttj 

th^bnnch,  and  they'll  delay  the  ete^??*""  '"^ 

♦fc^Tu     u    i°?.^®?  *«*^'^  «*  *»»e  betting  rinir- 
then  he  shook  hie  head.   "Aw,  what's  thf  J^r' 

"'"nii'ti^^^^y-   "^«t'«  the  user' 

Uld  Man  Curry's  countenance  took  on  a  look 
of  deep  oonoera.  *  *^* 

;;WhataUsyou  sonT  Ain't  you  well t" 
WeU  enough,  I  guess.    Why!" 

ciniX:.' "'"'^  "^  ^^'^  P""  -P  *  -mortal 

^^l!^^^'''^^  mirthlessly.  "Old-timer," 
said  he,  *'I  m  up  against  a  cinch  of  my  owuL 
but  It's  a  cinch  to  lose."  ^ 

hJnff^^r^  ^^  «°^«y  of  the  open  field, 

ttMSti?el7  ""^^«^-    ««  ^^^^^^ 

a  WW  ^  K  ^^  "**  ^^°«^^'  "Solomon  says  that 

tha'a  Lho^^'JL*''  ^^^«"^*y-    I  don't  know 
wiiat  a  father  is  bora  for,  but  I  reckon  it's  to 
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give  advice.  Where  yon  been  fhe  last  week  or 
ten  daysT  It's  mighty  lonesome  ronnd  the 
stable  withont  yon." 

''I'm  in  a  jam,  and  yon  can't  help  me." 

"Mebbe  not,  bnt  it  might  do  some  good  to 
talk  it  all  ont  of  yonr  system.  Yon  know  the 
nnmber,  Frank." 

"Yon  mean  well,  old-timer,"  said  the  B[id; 
''and  yonr  heart's  in  the  right  place,  bnt  yon 
—yon  don't  nnderstand." 

"No,  and  how  can  I  'less  yon  open  np  and  tell 
me  what's  the  matter?  If  yon've  done  any- 
thing wrong " 

"Forget  it  I"  said  the  Kid  shortly.  "Yon 're 
barking  np  the  wrong  tree.  I'm  trying  to  figure 
ont  how  to  do  right!"  .  .  . 

That  night  the  door  of  Old  Man  Curry's  tack 
room  swung  gently  open,  and  the  aged  horse- 
man, looking  up  from  his  well-thumbed  copy  of 
the  Old  Testament,  nodded  to  an  expected  vis- 
itor. 

"Set  down,  Frank,  and  take  a  load  off  yonr 
feet,"  said  he  hospitably.  "I  sort  of  thought 
you'd  come." 

For  a  time  they  talked  horse,  usually  an  en- 
grossing subject,  but  after  a  bit  the  conversa- 
tion flagged.  The  Kid  rolled  many  cigarettes 
which  he  tossed  away  unfinished,  and  the  old 
man  waited  in  silence  for  that  which  he  knew 
could  not  long  be  delayed.  It  came  at  last  in 
the  form  of  a  startling  question.   '  *  Old-tuner, ' ' 
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said  the  Kid  abruptly,  **you— you  never  got 
mamed,  did  you!"  * 

Old  Man  Cuiry  blinked  a  few  times,  passed 
his  togers  through  his  beard,  and  stared  at  his 
questioner.  "Why,  no,  son.»»  The  old  man 
^)<)ke  slowly,  and  it  was  plain  that  he  was  puz- 
zled.   * '  Why,  no ;  I  never  did. ' ' 

"Kd  you  ever  think  of  it—seriously,  I 
meant"  "" 

Old  Man  Curry  met  this  added  impertinence 
without  resentment,  for  the  light  was  beginning 
to  dawn  on  him.  He  drew  out  his  packet  of 
fine  cut  and  studied  its  wrappings  carefuUy. 
*u-  i°l?^<i*  J^idding,  old-timer.  Did  you  ever 
think  of  itT" 

"^ce,"  was  the  reply.  "Once,  son,  and  I Ve 
been  thinking  about  it  ever  since.  She  was  the 
nght  one  for  me,  but  she  got  the  notion  I  wasn't 
the  right  one  for  her.  Sometimes  it  happens 
that  way.  She  found  the  man  she  thought  she 
wanted,  and  I  took  to  runnin'  round  the  country 
with  race  horses.  After  that  she  was  sure  I 
was  a  lost  soul  and  hell-bent  for  certain.  This 
was  a  long  time  ago— before  you  was  bom,  I 
recKon."  * 

After  a  silence,  the  Kid  asked  another  ques- 
tion: ^ 

"Well,  at  that,  the  race-track  game  is  no 
game  for  a  married  man,  is  itT'» 
f«II^"«?;wK'  answered  the  patriarch  thought- 
Si;'    i¥*  ^??  ^!^  *  "'^^'^  ^^«  looks  at  it. 
Some  of  'em  think  it  ain't  no  harm  to  gamble 
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B 'long's  you  can  win,  bat  the  average  woman, 
Frank,  she  don't  want  the  hosses  nmnin'  for 
her  bread  and  bntter.  Yon  can't  blame  her  for 
that,  because  a  woman  is  dependent  by  nature. 
If  tho  Lord  had  figured  her  to  git  out  an'  hustle 
with  the  men,  He'd  have  built  her  diiTerent,  but 
He  made  her  to  be  p'tected  and  shcltere^ike. 
A  single  man  can  hustle  and  bat  round  an'  go 
hungry  if  he  wants  to,  but  he  ain't  got  no  right 
to  ask  a  woman  to  gamble  her  vittles  on  any 
proposition  whatever." 

"Ain't  ic  the  truth!"  ejaculated  the  Bald- 
faced  Kid,  with  a  depth  of  feeling  quite  foreign 
to  his  nature.  *'You  surely  spoke  a  mouthful 
then  I"  Old  Man  Curry  raised  one  eyebrow 
slightly  and  continued  his  discourse. 

*'For  a  man  even  to  figger  ^^n  gettin'  married, 
he  ought  to  have  something  comin'  in  steady 
— something  that  bad  bosses  an'  worse  men 
can't  take  away  from  him.  He  oughtn't  to  bet 
at  all,  but  if  he  does  it  ought  to  be  on  a  mortal 
cinch.  There  ain't  many  real  cinches  on  a  race 
track,  Frank;  not  the  kind  that  a  married  man'd 
be  justified  in  bettin'  the  rent  money  on.  Yes, 
sir,  a  man  thinkin'  'bout  gettin'  married  ought 
to  have  a  job — and  stick  to  it!" 

"And  that  job  oughtn't  to  be  on  a  race  track 
either,"  supplemented  the  Kid,  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  cigarette  which  he  was  Jing.  "But  that 
ain't  all  I  wanted  to  ask  you  about,  old-timer. 
Suppose,  now,  a  fellow  had  a  girl  that  was  too 
good  for  him — a  girl  that  wouldn't  wipe  her 
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feet  on  a  gambler  if  she  knew  it,  and  was 
brought  np  to  think  that  betting  was  wrong. 
And  suppose  now  that  this  fellow  wasn't  even 
a  gamoler.  Suppose  he  was  a  hustler— a  tout 
-but  he  d  asked  the  girl  to  marry  him  without 

L    if  ^"I^**  ?®  ^*«'  *°^  8^«'d  said  she 

/?if\  ^^®*  ®°«^^*  *^at  bellow  to  doT" 
,  Old  Man  Curry  took  his  time  about  answer- 
ing; took  also  a  large  portion  of  fine  cut  and 
stowed  It  away  in  his  cheek. 

"Well  son,"  said  he  gently,  "it  would  de- 
pend a  lot  on  which  the  fellow  cared  the  most 
tor— the  race  track  or  the  girl." 

1  ?*5  ^^  ^^^^  *^®  cigarette  from  him  and 
looked  up,  meeting  the  old  man's  eyes  for  the 
first  time  "I  beat  you  to  it,  old-timer  I  Win 
or  lose,  I'm  through  at  the  end  of  this  meeting. 
T^ere  8  a  fellow  over  in  Butte  just  about  my 
age.  He  was  a  hustler  too,  and  a  pal  of  mine, 
but  two  years  ago  he  quit,  and  now  he's  got  a 
httle  gents'  fumishing-goods  place-nothing 
swell,  of  course,  but  the  business  is  growing  all 
the  time.    He's  been  after  me  to  come  in  with 

Sf""?  *  P®';^?"*^^^  o^  the  profits,  and  last 
night  I  wrote  him  to  look  for  me  when  they  get 
done  running  here.  That  part  of  it  is  settled. 
No  more  race  track  in  mine.  But  that  ain't 
what  I  was  getting  at.    Have  I  got  to  tell  the 

^f!w  *J/^®  ^®®°  ^°^°«  t*»e  last  five  years?" 
Would  you  rather  have  her  find  out  from 
some  one  else.  Prank!" 
*'No-o." 
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"If  you  want  to  start  dean,  son,  the  best 
place  to  begin  is  with  the  girl.*' 

"Bnt  what  if  she  throws  me  down 9*' 

''That's  the  chance  yon '11  have  to  take. 
You've  been  taking  'em  all  yonr  Hfe." 

''Yes,  but  nothing  ever  meant  as  mndh  to  mo 
as  this  does." 

"Well,  son,  the  more  a  woman  cares  for  a 
man  the  more  she'll  forgive." 

"Did  Solomon  say  thatf "  demanded  the  Kid 
suspiciously. 

"No,  /  said  it.  You  see,  Frank,  it  was  this 
way  with  Solomon:  he  had  a  thousand  wives, 
more  or  less,  and  I  reckon  he  never  had  time 
to  strike  a  general  average.  He  wrote  a  lot 
'bout  women,  first  and  last,  but  it  seems  he  only 
remembered  two  kinds — the  ones  that  was  too 
good  to  live  and  the  ones  that  wasn't  worth 
killin'.  It  would  have  been  more  helpful  to 
common  folks  if  he'd  said  something  'bout  the 
general  run  of  women.  You'd  better  tell  her, 
Frank." 

The  Bald-faced  Kid  sighed. 

"  I 'd  rather  take  a  licking.  You're  sure  about 
that  forgiving  business,  old-timer  t" 

"It's  the  one  best  bet,  my  son." 

"Pull  for  it  to  go  through,  then.  Good  night 
— and  thank  you." 

Left  alone.  Old  Man  Curry  turned  the  pages 
for  a  time,  then  read  aloud: 

"  'There  be  three  things  which  are  too  won- 
derful for  me,  yea,  four  which  I  know  not :   The 
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way  of  an  eagle  in  the  air;  the  way  of  a  ser- 
pent upon  a  rock;  the  way  of  a  ship  in  the 
midst  of  the  sea,  and  the  way  of  a  man  with  a 
maid-^theway  of  a  man  t»ith  a  maid.'  Well 
after  all,  the  straight  way  is  the  best  way.  and 
the  boy 's  on  the  risrht  track. » ' 
v>  ^7  ^«ys  later  Old  Man  Cnrry,  snnning 
hmiself  in  the  paddock,  caught  sight  of  the  £J 
That  engaging  youth  had  a  victim  pinned  in  a 
comer  and,  programme  in  hand,  was  pointing 
the  way  to  prosperity. 
"Now,  listen,"  he  was  saying;  "you  ain't 

?^^t5/ .  .°®  ^^®^  y®°  ^«*  oil  this  bird  to- 
day.   Didn't  I  tell  you  that  the  boy  that  rides 

himismycousinT  And  ain't  the  owner  my  pal! 

What  better  do  you  want  than  thatT    This  tip 

Mmes  straight  from  the  bam,  and  you  can  get 

iiU  to  1  for  all  your  money  I" 

The  victim  squirmed  and  wriggled  and  twist- 
ed and  would  have  broken  away  but  for  the 
Kid  s  compelling  eye.  At  last  he  thought  of 
something  to  say: 

"If  this  here  B:  -uaUah  is  such  a  heU-clinkin» 
good  race  horse,  how  come  they  ain't  all  bettin' 

^  ''Why  ain't  theyt"  tht,  Kid  fairly  squealed. 

Because  we've  been  lucky  enough  to  keep  him 

V  u  ^^  ^^^  ^'^™  everybody  I     That's  why  I 

Nobody  knows  what  he  can  do ;  the  stable  money 

Coast.   He'Uwalkm,IteUyou--just«;a/ifcinI 
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Why,  say!  You  don't  think  Pd  teU  yon  tliis  if 
I  didn't  know  it  was  sof  Here  comes  tibe  own- 
er. Ill  go  talk  with  him.  Ton  wait  right 
here  I" 

It  was  really  the  owner  of  Bismallah,  who, 
speaking  ont  of  the  comer  of  his  month,  told 
the  Bald-faced  Kid  to  go  to  a  warmer  dime. 
The  hnstler  returned  to  his  victim  instead. 

''He  says  it's  all  fixed  up;  everything 
framed ;  play  him  across  the  hoard.   Come  on  I " 

The  victim  allowed  himself  to  be  dragged  in 
the  direction  of  the  betting  ring,  and  Old  Man 
Curry  watched  the  proceedings  with  a  whimsi- 
cal light  in  his  eye.  Later  he  found  a  chance  to 
discuss  the  matter  with  the  Kid.  The  last  race 
was  over,  and  Frank  was  through  for  the  day. 

"You're  persuadin'  'em  pretty  strong,  ain't 
you,  son?"  asked  the  old  man.  "You  used  to 
give  advice;  now  you're  makin'  'em  take  it 
whether  they  want  to  or  not." 

"Where  do  you  get  that  pt^fft"  demanded 
the  Kid,  bristling  immediat' 

"Why,  I  saw  you  workii  nat  big  fel- 

low in  the  grey  suit.    I  was  ^  you'd  have 

to  hit  him  on  the  head  and  go  into  his  pocket 
after  it.  Looked  to  me  like  he  wasn't  exackly 
crazy  to  gamble." 

"Oh,  him  I"  The  tout  spat  contemptuously. 
"Do  you  know  what  that  piker  wanted  to  bet! 
Six  dollar",  across  the  board  I  I  made  him 
loosen  up  for  fifteen,  and  he  howled  like  a 
wolf." 
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"ThehosB— lostt"  By  the  deUcate  inflection 
and  the  panse  before  the  final  word,  Old  Man 
Onrry  mig^t  have  been  inquiring  about  the  last 
moments  of  a  departed  friend.  The  Kid  was 
looking  at  the  ground,  so  he  missed  the  twinkle 
in  the  old  man's  eyes. 

"He  ran  like  an  apple  woman,"  was  the  sul- 
len response.  "Confound  it,  old-tipier,  I  can't 
pick  *em  every  time  I*' 

"  No,  I  reckon  not,  *  *  said  the  patriarch.  '  ♦  I— 
reckon— not."  He  lapsed  into  silence. 

"Aw,  spit  it  out  I"  said  the  Kid  after  a  time. 
"I'd  rather  hear  you  say  it  than  feel  you  think- 
mgit!" 

Old  Man  Curry  smiled  one  of  his  rare  smiles, 
and  his  big,  wrinkled  hand  fell  lightly  on  the 
boy's  shoulder. 

"What  I  was  thinking  wasn't  much,  son," 
said  he.  "It  was  this:  if  you  can  make  total 
strangers  open  up  and  spend  their  substance 
for  something  they  only  think  is  there,  you 
ought  to  get  rid  of  an  awful  lot  of  shirts  and 
socks  and  flummery— the  things  that  folks  can 
see.  If  you  can  sell  stuff  that  ain'L  you  surely 
can  sell  stuff  that  isl" 

"I'm  sick  of  the  whole  business  I"  The 
words  ripped  out  with  a  snarl.  "I  used  to  Hke 
this  game  for  the  excitement  in  it— for  the  kick. 
I  used  to  like  to  see  'em  run.  Now  I  don't  give 
a  damn,  so  long  as  I  can  get  some  coin  together 
quick.  And  the  more  you  need  it  the  harder  it 
IS  to  get!   To-day  I  had  four  suckers  down  on 
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different  hones  in  the  same  race,  and  a  sleeper 
woke  np  on  me.  Fonr  hets  down  and  not  a 
bean!*' 

The  twinkle  had  gone  from  the  old  man's 
fyei. 

"Fonr  hosses  in  one  race,  ehf  Do  yon  need 
the  money  that  had,  sonf '' 

For  answer  the  Kid  plnnged  his  hand  into  his 
pocket  and  brought  out  a  five-dollar  gold  piece 
and  a  small  collection  of  silver  coins  which  he 
spread  upon  his  palm. 

"There's  the  bank  roll,"  said  he,  '*and  don't 
tell  me  that  Solomon  pnlled  that  line  about  a 
fool  and  his  money!" 

The  old  man  calmly  appraised  the  exhibit  of 
predour  metals  before  he  spoke. 

"How  come  you  to  be  down  so  low,  son!" 

"I  was  trying  to  win  myself  out  a  little 
stake,"  was  the  sulky  answer;  "but  they 
cleaned  me.  That's  why  I'm  hustling  so  hard. 
It's  a  rotten  game,  but  it  owes  me  something, 
and  I  want  to  coi.    t  it  before  I  quit!" 

"Ah,  hah  I"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  stroking  his 
beard  meditatively.  **Ah,  hah  I  You  haven't 
told  her  yet." 

"No,  but  I'm  going  to.   That's  honest." 

"I  believe  you,  son,  but  did  it  ever  strike 
yon  that  mebbe  she  wouldn't  want  you  to  make 
a  fresh  start  on  money  that  you  got  this  way! 
Mebbe  she  wouldn't  want  to  start  with  you." 

"Dough  is  dough."  The  Bald-faced  Kid 
stated  this  point  in  the  manner  of  one  fore- 
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■taUing  aU  argument.  *«At  one  time  and  an- 
other IVe  handled  quite  a  lot  of  it  that  I  got 
different  ways,  but  I  never  yet  had  any  tronble 
passing  it  off  on  folks,  and  they  didn't  hold 
their  noses  when  they  took  it  either.   Anything 

"*x  .?.f.P®°*^  "  8°®^  ™o»«y»  and  don't  yon  for- 
get it  I" 

"But  this  girl,  now—mebbe  she  won't  think 
so. 

"What  she  don't  know  won't  hurt  her." 
"Son,  what  a  woman  don't  know  she  guesses 
and  feels,  and  she  may  have  the  same  sort  of  a 
feelin'  that  I've  got—that  some  kinds  of  money 
never  brmg  anybody  luck.  A  while  ago  yoi 
said  this  game  was  rotten,  and  yet  you're  tryin' 
to  cash  in  your  stack  and  pick  up  aU  the  sleep- 
ers before  you  quit.  Seems  to  me  I'd  want  to 
start  clean." 

''Dough  is  dough,  I  tell  youl"  repeated  thA 

iiid  stubbornly.    He  turned  and  shook  his  fist 

at  the  distant  betting  ring  where  the  cashiera 

were  paying  off  the  last  of  the  winning  tick  ts. 

Look  out  for  me,  all  of  you  sharksl"  sai :  the 


tion,'  "  quoted  Old  Man  Curry. 
"I  hear  you,  old-timer,"  said  the  Kid,  "but 
^on't  get  you.    Next  thing  I  suppose  you'll 

pull  fcsolomon  on  me  and  tell  me  what  he  says 

a  bout  tamted  money  I " 
"I  can  do  that  too.    Let's  see,  how  does  it 
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gof  Oh,  yes.  *There  ia  that  maketh  himaelf 
rich,  ffet  hath  nothing;  there  ia  that  maketh 
himaelf  poor,  yet  hath  great  riohea.'  That's 
Solomon  on  the  money  question,  my  boy.'* 

**Huh!»»  acoffed  the  nnregenerate  one. 
"Solomon  waa  a  king,  waan't  he,  with  dough 
to  bnrn  t  It's  mighty  eaay  to  talk— when  yon  've 
got  yonra.  I  haven't  got  mine  yet,  bnt  yon 
watch  my  amoke  while  I  go  after  it!" 

Old  Man  Cnrry  tmdged  acroaa  the  infield  in 
the  wake  of  the  good  horae  Eliaha.  Another 
owner,  on  the  day  of  an  important  race,  might 
have  been  nervona  or  worried;  the  patriarch 
maintained  hia  customary  calm;  hia  head  was 
bent  at  a  reflective  angle,  and  he  nibbled  at  a 
atraw.  Certain  gentlemen,  apeculatively  in- 
clined, would  have  given  much  more  than  a 
penny  for  the  old  man 'a  thoughta;  having 
bought  them  at  any  price,  they  would  have  felt 
themaelvea  defrauded. 

Eliaha,  the  atar  performer  of  the  Curry 
stable,  had  been  combed  and  groomed  and  pol- 
iahed  within  an  inch  of  hia  life,  and  there  were 
blue  ribbons  in  his  mane,  a  sure  sign  of  the  con- 
fidence of  Shanghai,  the  hostler.  He  was  also 
putting  this  confidence  into  words  and  telling 
the  horse  what  was  expected  of  him. 

"See  all  them  folks,  'Lisha?  They  come  out 
yere  to  see  you  win  anotheh  stake  an'  trim  that 
white  boss  from  Seattle.  Grey  Ghost,  thass 
whut  they  calls  him.  When  you  hooks  up  with 
him  down  in  front  of  that  gran*  atan',  he'll 
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think  he's  a  ghost  whnt's  mislaid  his  graveyarrL 
yw,  indeedyl   They  tells  me  he  got  lots  of-'  U 

tiV^ISri'  *^«y>"»  °»e  he  kin  go  down 
^  ^^^,^^:^^Po\e  in  nothin',  flat.  Let  him 
do  It ;  tam't  «arly  speed  whut  wins  a  mile  raoe : 

that  ol  half-mile  pole!   Let  that  white  fool  nm 

Jjff^!!!?/  l^*  "  ^""^  ^**  y«>"-  Lawdy, 
all  them  front  runners  comes  i^t  to  the  reir'lar 
hosses.  Bun  the  same  like  you  ^us  do,  an'  eat 
em  up  m  the  stretch,  ^Lishal    Grey  Ghost- 

T  w  u  I  °.®^®^  ^.^^  ***  °«™e  on  °o  lamp-post  I 
I  bet  befo;  you  git  th'ough  with  him  heTl^Iish 
he  d  saved  some  that  ol'  early  speed  to  finish 
on.  You  ask  me,  'Lisha,  I'd  say  we's  spendin' 
tms  yere  first  money  right  now/" 
,  It  was  the  closing  day  of  the  meeting,  always 
m  Itself  an  excuse  for  a  crowd,  but  the  manage- 
ment  hao  generously  provided  an  added  attrao- 
taon  m  the  shap  of  a  stake  event.  Now  a  Jur 
gle  urcmt  stt  race  dees  not  mean  great 
wealtii  as  a  gen^.a!  thing,  but  this  was  one  of 

P^r«^  ir      ^^"^l  P''^'^^®^  ^°^  *he  horsemen, 
vvl  ''  TT^^  ""^^^  °°*  J«8s  than  $2,000, 

vh,>h  accounted  for  the  presence  of  the  Grey 

nkXr\-^  ^^  ^^  "^"^^^  ^*h  and  win- 
ning  from  a  lugher  grade  of  thoroughbreds  than 

mlJ^f''  ^r''^*  ^^*«*«^'  and*there  ^ 
S^JJ  professed  to  believe  that  the  Ghost's 
victory  would  be  a  hollow  one.  There  wer« 
others  who  pinned  their  faith  on  ^ZwZ 
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ginniiig  Elisha,  for  he  was,  as  his  owner  often 
remarked,  "an  honest  hoss  that  always  did  his 
level  best"  Eight  other  horses  were  entered, 
br  t  the  general  opinion  seemed  to  be  that  there 
were  only  two  contenders.  The  others,  they 
said,  wonld  run  for  Sweeney — ^and  third  money. 

Old  Man  Curry  elbowed  his  way  through  the 
paddock  crowd,  calmly  nibbling  at  his  straw. 
He  was  besieged  by  men  anxious  for  his  opin- 
ion as  to  tiie  outcome  of  the  race;  they  plucked 
at  the  skirts  of  his  rusty  black  coat;  they 
caught  him  by  the  arms.  Serene  and  un- 
troubled, he  had  but  one  answer  for  all. 

"Yes,  he's  ready,  and  we're  tryin'." 

In  the  betting  ring  Grey  Ghost  opened  at 
even  money  with  Elisha  at  7  to  5.  The  Jungle 
speculators  went  to  the  Curry  horse  with  a  rush 
that  almost  swept  the  block  men  off  their  stands, 
and  inside  of  three  minutes  Elisha  was  at  even 
money  with  every  prospect  of  going  to  odds-on, 
and  the  grey  visitor  was  ascend^g  in  price. 
The  sturdy  big  stretch-runner  from  the  Curry 
bam  had  not  been  defeated  at  the  meeting;  he 
was  the  known  quantity  and  could  be  depended 
upon  to  run  his  usual  honest  race. 

The  Ghost's  owner  also  attracted  consider- 
able attention  in  the  paddock.  He  was  a  large 
man,  rather  pompous  in  appearance,  hairless 
save  for  a  fringe  above  his  ears,  and  answered 
to  the  name  of  "Con"  Parker,  the  Con  stand- 
ing for  concrete.  He  had  been  in  the  oement 
bnaineis  before  taking  to  the  turf,  and  theie 
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were  those  who  hinted  that  he  still  carried  a 
massive  sample  of  the  old  line  above  his  shoal- 
ders.  When  oross-ezamined  about  the  grey 
horse,  he  blunted  every  sharp  inquiry  with  po- 
lite evasions,  but  he  looked  wiser  than  any  hu- 
man eould  possibly  be,  and  the  impression  pre- 
vailed that  he  knew  more  than  he  would  tea 
Perhaps  this  was  true. 

The  saddUng  beU  rang,  and  the  jocieys 
trooped  into  the  paddock,  followed  by  the  roust- 
abouts with  the  tackle.  Old  Man  Curry,  wait- 
ing quietly  in  the  far  comer  of  Elisha's  stall 
saw  the  Bald-faced  Kid  wriggling  his  way 
through  the  crowd.  He  came  straight  to  the 
old  man. 

"Elisha's  4  to  5  now,"  he  announced  breath- 
lessly, "and  they're  still  playing  him  hard.  The 
other  one  is  5  to  2.  Looks  like  a  false  price  on 
the  Ghost,  and  I  know  that  Parker  is  going  to 
set  m  a  chunk  on  him  at  post  time.  What  do 
you  think  about  it  Y" 

"You  goin*  to  bet  your  own  money,  sont" 

I've  got  to  do  it—make  or  break  right 
Here. 

"How  strong  are  yout" 
"Just  about  two  hundred  bones." 
"Ah,  hahl"    Old  Man  Curry  paused  a  mo- 
nwmt  for  thou^it  and  sucked  at  his  straw. 
Two  hundred  at  5  to  2— that»d  make  seven 
'^'SJ^  ^onldn't  it!   Pretty  nice  Uttle  pile." 
.xT^J^^*^  ®y*"  widened.    "Then  you  don't 
thmk  Ehsha  can  beit  the  Ghost  to-dayt" 
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"I  ain't  bettin'  a  cent  on  him,"  said  the  old 
man.  "Not  a  cent. ' *  And  the  manner  in  which 
he  said  it  meant  more  than  the  words. 

"Then,  shaU  I— T'» 

Old  Man  Curry  glanced  over  at  the  grey 
norse,  standing  quietly  in  his  stall. 

"Play  that  one,  son,**  he  whispered. 

After  the  Kid  had  gone  rocketing  back  to 
the  betting  ring,  Curry  turned  to  Jockey  Mose- 
by  Jones. 

"Mose,**  said  he,  "don't  lay  too  far  out  of  it 
to-day.  This  grey  boss  lasts  pretty  well,  so 
begin  workin*  on  *Lisha  sooner  than  usual. 
He's  ready  to  stand  a  long,  hard  drive.  Bring 
him  home  in  front,  boyl" 

"Sutny  wiUI"  chuckled  the  little  neirro. 
"At'sbes*  thing  I  do!" 

"When  the  barrier  rose,  a  grey  streak  shot  to 
the  front  and  went  skimming  along  the  rail, 
opening  an  amazingly  wide  gap  on  the  field.  It 
was  the  Ghost's  habit  to  make  every  post  a 
winning  one;  he  liked  to  run  in  front  of  the 
pack. 

As  he  piloted  the  big  bay  horse  around  the 
first  turn  into  the  back  stretch,  Jockey  Mose 
estimated  the  distance  between  his  mount  and 
the  flying  Ghost,  taking  no  note  of  the  other 
entries.   Then  he  began  to  urge  Elisha  slightly. 

"Can't  loaf  much  to-day,  hawssi"  he  coaxed. 
*  *  Shake  yo  'self  1    Li  '1  mo '  steam ! ' ' 

The  men  who  had  played  the  Curry  horse  to 
oddi  on  and  thought  they  knew  his  running 
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habits  were  surprised  to  see  him  steadily  mov- 
mg  np  on  the  back  stretch.  It  was  customary 
for  Ehsha  co  begin  to  run  at  the  half-mile  pole 
—usually  from  a  tail-end  position— but  to-day 
he  was  mowing  down  the  outsiders  even  before 
he  reached  that  point,  and  on  the  upper  turn  he 
went  thundering  into  second  place— with  the 
Ghost  only  five  lengths  away.  The  imported 
jockey  on  Parker's  horse  cast  one  glance  be- 
hmd  hmi,  and  at  the  head  of  the  stretch  he  sat 
down  hard  in  his  saddle  and  began  hand  riding 
^th  aU  his  might.  Close  in  the  rear  rose  a 
shnll  whoop  of  triumph. 

"No  white  hawss  eveh  was  game,  'Lishal 
bic  him,  you  big  red  rascal,  sic  him  I  Make  him 
dawgitl" 

But  the  Ghost  was  game  to  the  last  ounce. 
More  than  that,  he  had  something  left  for  the 
final  quarter,  though  his  rider  had  not  expected 
to  draw  uron  that  reserve  so  soon.    The  Ghost 
spurted,  for  a  time  maintaining  his  advantage. 
Then,  annihilating  incredible  distances  withhis 
long,  awkward  strides  and  gathering  increased 
momentum  with  every  one,  Elisha  drew  along- 
side.    Agam  the  Ghost  was  called  on  and  re- 
sponded, but  the  best  he  had  bft  and  all  he  had 
left,  was  barely  sufficient  to  enable  him  to  hold 
^s  own.    Opposite  the  paddock  inclosure.  with 
the  grand  stand  looming  ahead,  the  horses  were 
runmng  nose  and  nose;  ten  yards  more  and  the 
imported  jociey  drew  his  whip.   Moseby  Jones 
cackled  aloud.  ' 
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"Ton  ain't  stuck  on  'is  yere  wliite  sellin' 
I^ter,  is  yon,  lishaT  Whnt  yon  hangin' 
ronnd  him  faw,  then?  Bid  him  good  night  em' 
ffood-bjfe/" 

He  drove  the  bluit  epnrs  iuio  Elisha's  sides, 
and  the  big  bay  horse  leaped  out  and  away  in 
a  whirlwind  finish  that  left  the  staggering 
Ghost  five  lengths  behind  and  incidentally  low- 
ered the  track  record  for  one  mile. 

It  was  a  very  popular  victory,  as  was  attested 
by  the  leaping,  ho  vllng  dervishes  in  the  grand 
stand  and  on  the  la  vn,  bnt  there  were  some  who 
took  no  part  in  the  demonstration.  Some,  hke 
Con  Parker,  were  hit  bard. 

There  was  one  who  was  hit  hardest  of  all,  a 
yonth  of  pleasing  appearance  who  drew  several 
pasteboards  from  his  pocket  and  scowled  at 
them  for  a  moment  before  he  ripped  them  to 
bits  and  hnrled  the  fragments  into  the  air. 

"Cleaned  outl  Bnstedl"  ejaculated  the 
Bald-faced  Kid  bitterly.  "The  old  scoundrel 
double-crossed  me!'' 

The  last  race  of  the  meeting  was  over  when 
Old  Man  Curry  emerged  from  the  track  office 
of  the  Badng  Association.  The  grand  stand 
was  empty,  and  the  exits  were  jammed  with  a 
hurrying  crowd.  The  betting  ring  stiU  held  its 
quota,  and  the  cashiers  were  paying  off  the 
lines  with  all  possible  speed.  As  they  slapped 
the  winning  tickets  upon  the  spindles,  they  ex- 
changed pleasantries  with  the  fortunate  hol- 
ders. 
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''Just  keep  this  till  ^7e  come  back  a^ain  next 
ieason,"  said  they.  "We're  lending  it  to  yon 
—that's  alL"  ^ 

Old  Man  Cferry  made  one  brisk  cirde  of  the 
ring,  examining  every  line  of  ticket  holders, 
then  he  walked  ont  on  the  lawn.  The  Bald- 
faced  Kid  was  sitting  on  the  steps  of  the  grand 
stand  smoking  a  cigarette.  Cnrry  went  over 
to  him.  **Well,  Frank,"  said  he  cheerfnUy, 
"how  did  yon  come  out  on  the  dayt" 

The  boy  stared  np  at  him  for  a  moment  be- 
fore he  spoke. 

"You  ought  to  know,"  said  he  slowly.  "You 
told  me  to  bet  on  that  grey  horse— and  then 
you  went  out  and  beat  him  to  death  1" 
"Ah,  hah!"  said  the  old  man. 
"I  was  crazy  for  a  minute,"  said  the  Kid. 
"I  thought  you'd  double-crossed  me.  I've 
cooled  out  since  then;  now  I'm  only  sorry  that 
you  didn't  know  more  about  what  your  own 
horse  could  do.  That  tip  made  a  tramp  out  of 
me,  old-timer." 

"Exackly  what  I  hoped  it  would  do,  son,'» 
and  Old  Man  Curry  fairly  beamed. 

I'WhaVs  thatf"  The  cigarette  feU  from  the 
&d's  fingers,  and  his  lower  jaw  sagged.  "You 
thought  Elisha  could  «nn— anc  ^u  want  and 
touted  me  on  to  the  other  onet" 
Old  Man  Curry  nodded,  smiling. 
As  Oie  boy  watched  him,  his  expression 
jnanged  to  one  of  deep  disgust.  He  dipped  into 
ms  vest  pocket  and  produced  his  silver  stop 

[195] 


>u\ 


i 


4 


OLD  MAN   CX7BBT 


watch.  "Here's  something  yon  overlooked," 
he  snwred.  "Take  it,  and  I'U  be  cleaned 
Tigntl 

Old  Man  Cnrry  sat  down  beside  him,  bnt  the 
Kid  edged  away.  "I  wouldn't  have  thought  H 
or  you,  old-timer,"  said  he. 

"Prank,»»  said  the  old  man  gently,  "you 
don  t  understand.  You  don't  know  what  I  was 
nggerin'  on." 

"I  know  this,"  retorted  the  Kid :  "if  it  hadn't 
been  for  you,  I  wouldn't  have  to  go  to  Butte 
alone  1" 

"You've  told  her,  then!" 
"Last  night." 

"And  I  was  right  about  the  forgivin'  busi- 
ness, sont" 

"Didtt't  I  say  she  was  going  to  Butte  with 
meT  We  had  it  all  fixed  to  get  married,  but 
now " 

"J^«J,  I  don't  see  no  reason  for  callin'  it 
off.  Old  Man  Curry's  cheerfulness  had  re- 
turned, and  as  he  spoke  he  drew  out  his  old- 
fashioned  leather  wallet.  "You  know  what  I 
told  you  'bout  bad  money,  son— tainted  money? 
You  wouldn't  take  my  word  for  it  that  gam- 
blers' money  brings  bad  luck;  I  just  nacheUy 
had  to  fix  up  some  scheme  on  you  so  that  you 
wouldn't  have  no  bad  money  to  start  out  with." 
He  opened  the  wallet  and  extracted  a  check  up- 
on which  the  ink  was  scarcely  dry—the  check 
of  the  Bacing  Association  for  the  winner's  por- 
tion of  the  stake  just  decided.    "I  wouldn't 
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want  you  to  have  bad  Inck,  son,'*  the  old  man 
continued.  "I  wanted  you  to  have  good  luoik— 
and  a  clean  start.  Here's  some  money  that  it 
wouldn't  hurt  anybody  to  handle— an  honest 
hoss  went  out  arid  run  for  it  and  earned  it,  an' 
he  was  runnin'  for  you  every  step  of  the  way! 
Here,  take  it."  He  thrust  the  check  into  the 
boy's  hand— and  let  it  stand  to  his  credit  that 
he  answered  before  looking  at  it. 

"I— I  had  you  wrong,  old-timer,"  he  stam- 
mered :  "wrong  from  the  start.  I— I  can't  take 
this.    I  ain't  a  pauper,  and  I— I " 

'♦Why  of  course  you  can  take  it,  son,"  urged 
the  old  man.  "You  said  this  game  owed  you  a 
stake,  and  maybe  it  does,  but  the  only  money 
you  can  afford  to  start  out  with  is  clean  money, 
and  the  only  clean  money  on  a  race  track  is  the 
money  that  an  honest  hoss  can  go  out  and  run 
for— and  win.  No,  I  can't  take  it  back:  it's  in- 
dorsed over  to  you." 

Then,  and  not  before,  did  the  Kid  look  at  the 
ngures  on  the  check. 

"Why,"  he  gasped,  "this-this  is  for  twen- 
^-four  hundred  and  somethingi  I  don't  need 
that  much!  I—we-she  says  three  hundred 
would  be  plenty  1    I " 

"That's  all  right,"  interrupted  Old  Man 
Uurry.     "Money— dean  money— never  comes 

Tif^'xi-^^^  *^  <*"  *^e  three  hundred  the 
st^e  that  was  owin'  to  you;  the  rest,  welL  I 
reckon  that's  just  my  weddin'  present  Good- 
bye, son,  and  good  luck  I" 
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WELL,  bo88,  they  rotny  done  it  to  ns 
again  to-day.    Look  like  it  gittin' 
to  be  a  habit  on  thisyere  track  I" 
Thns,  querulously,  Jockey  Mose- 
^T  Jones,  otherwise  Lilile  Mose,  as  he  trudged 
dejectedly  across  the  infield  beside  his  em- 
ployer,  Old  Man  Curry,  owner  of  EUsha,  Elijah, 
Baetael,  Isaiah,  and  other  horses  bearing  the 
luunes  of  major  and  minor  prophets.  Mose  was 
still  in  his  silks—there  were  reasons,  principally 
Insh,  why  the  little  negro  found  it  more  com- 
fortable to  dress  in  the  Curry  tack  room— auvi 
the  patriarch  of  the  Jungle  Circuit  wore  the  in- 
evitable rusty  frock  coat  and  battered  sIo«ch 
hat.    Side  by  side  they  made  a  queer  picture: 
the  small,  buUet-headed  negro  in  gay  stable  col- 
ours, and  the  tall,  bearded  scarecrow,  the  frayed 
skirts  of  his  coat  flapping  at  his  knees  as  he 
waUted.    Ahead  of  them  was  Shanghai,  the 
hostler,  leading  a  steaming  thoroughbred  which 
had  managed  to  finish  outside  the  money  in  a 
race  that  his  owner  had  expected  him  to  win: 
expected  it  to  the  extent  of  several  hundred 
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doUan.    '*Tes,  rah,  it  gittin'  to  be  a  habit  1" 
,-._-i  ,,..,    ,,         ««B^n  80  long  sinoe 

'get  what  it  feels  like 


oomplaiiied  little  Mose.    **Been  so  long  sinoe 
I  rode  into  *at  ring  I  fo'gef     " 
to  win  a  race!*' 

"It's  a  habit  we're  goin'  to  break  one  of  these 
dajSfMose.   What  happened  T" 

"Hnhl  Ast  me  whnt  didn't  happen!  Ol'li- 
jah,  he  got  off  good,  an'  first  dash— ir/bom/  he 
gits  bmnped  by  'at  ohes'nnt  hawss  o'  Dyer's. 
I  taken  him  back  some  an'  talk  to  him,  an'  jus' 
when  I'm  sendin'  him  again— po«;/  Jock  Mer- 
ritt  busts  ol'  'Lijah  'cross  'e  nose  'ith  his  whip. 
In  'e  stretch  I  tries  to  come  th'oo  on  inside, 
an*  two  of  'em  Irish  jocks  pnlls  oveh  to  'e  rail 
and  pats  ns  in  a  pocket.  *Niggeh,'  they  say  to 
me,  *take  'at  oat  hound  home  'e  long  way;  you 
sutny  neveh  git  him  th'oo  I'  Thej  van  right, 
boss!  'Lijah,  he  come  fourth,  sewed  up  like  a 
eagle  in  a  cage!" 

**H^-m.  And  the  judges  didn't  pay  any 
attention  when  you  claimed  a  foult" 

Little  Mose  gurgled  wrathfully.  "Huh!  I 
done  claim  three  fouls!  Judges,  they  say  they 
didn't  see  no  foul  a-a-a-talll  Didn't  see  us  git 
bumped;  didn't  see  Jock  Merritt  hit  'Lijah; 
didn't  see  us  pocketed.  'Course  they  didn't; 
they  wasn't  lookin*  faw  no  foul!  On  'is  track 
we  not  on'y  got  to  beat  hawsses ;  we  got  to  beat 
jocks  an' judges  too.  How  we  goin' lay  up  any 
bacon  agin  such  odds  as  thatf " 

*'It  can't  last,  Mose,"  was  the  calm  reply. 
**  'There  shall  be  no  reward  to  the  evil  man: 
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*^«  «»n<ile  Of  the  wicked  shall  be  put  out' " 
It  bnniin*  mighty  bright  jus'  now,  boss. 
Sormim,  he  say  thatf '' 

^d  Man  Curry  nodded,  and  Little  Mose 
■niffed  sceptically.  *«Uh  huh.  SoPmun  he 
neveh  got  jipped  out  of  seven  races  in  a  row  I" 
Seven,  ^T»»  The  old  man  counted  on  his 
Angers  "Why,  so  it  is,  Mose!  This  is  the 
seventh  time  theyVe  licked  us,  for  a  facti" 
Old  Man  Curry  began  to  chuckle,  and  the 
jockey  eyed  him  curiously. 
^^"You  sutny  enjoy  it  mo'n  I  do,  boss,"  said 

"That's  because  you  dou»t  read  Solomon." 
rephed  the  owner.  "Listen:  'A  just  man  fil- 
leth  seven  times  and  riseth  up  again.'  Mose, 
we  re  due  to  rise  up  and  smite  these  Philis- 
tines. 

"Huh  I  Why  not  smite  some  'em  Irish  boys 
first?  You  reckon  'em  crooked  judges  kin  see 
uswhenwerisin'upT" 

"We'll  have  to  fix  it  so's  they  can't  over- 
look us,  Mose." 

"Ought  to  git  'em  some  eyeglasses  then." 
was  the  sulky  response. 

"Seven  and  one-that's  eight,  Mose.  WeVe 
got  Solomon's  word  for  it." 

*  n^^ffii^lT^^  ^^""^^  «^^°^  *»«  head  doubt- 
fully. Mebbe  so,  boss,  mebbe  so,  but  thisyere 
Sol  mun's  been  dead  a  lo-o-ng  time  now.  He 
neveh  got  up  agin  a  syndicate  bettin'  ring  an' 
crooked  judgin'.    He  neveh  rodo  no  ciosefinish 
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'ith  Irish  jooki  an'  had  his  shin  harked  on  'e 
fenoe.  You  kin  take  Sormnn's  word  faw  it, 
boss,  hat  lil  Mosehy,  he's  f'um  Mixsonry. 
Hell  steal  a  flyin*  start  nex '  time  out  an'  try  to 
stay  so  far  in  front  that  no  Irish  boy  kin  reach 
him  Ith  a  lariat  I" 

A  big,  jovial-looking  man,  striding  rapidly 
toward  the  stables,  overtook  them  from  the  rear 
and  announced  his  presence  by  slapping  Old 
Man  Curry  resoundingly  on  the  back.  "Tough 
luckl"  said  he  with  a  grin.  "Awful  tough  luck, 
but  you  can't  win  all  the  time,  you  know,  old- 
timer  I" 

"Why,  yes,"  said  Curry  quietly;  "that's  a 
fact,  Johnson.  Nobody  but  a  hog  would  want  to 
win  all  the  time.  A.id  I  wish  you  wouldn't  wal- 
lop  me  on  the  back  thataway.  I  most  nigh  swal- 
lered  my  tobacco." 

Johnson  laughed  loudly.  "How  do  you  like 
Dur  track  t"  he  asked. 

"Your  track  is  all  righf,"  answered  the  old 
man,  with  just  a  shade  of  emphasis  placed 
where  it  would  do  the  most  good.  "A  visitor 
don't  seem  to  do  very  well  here,  though,"  he 
added. 

"The  fortunes  of  war  I"  chuckled  Johnson. 

"Ah,  hah,"  said  Curry.  "My  boy  here  can 
tell  you  'bout  that.  He  says  the  other  jockeys 
fight  him  all  the  way  round  the  track." 

"Well,"  said  Johnson,  "you  know  why  that 
IS,  don't  youT  The  boys  ain't  stuck  on  his 
colour,  and  you  can't  blame  'em  for  that  Curry 
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Wyou^^  a  boy  Ukt  Widtb,  BOW,  it  would  be 

"Ml  ^it^wonldl"  WM  the  emphatb  re- 
•ponae  of  Old  Man  Oorry.  f    «»  r^ 

uV^,  I  «»  «et  WaUh  for  yon." 

«o-o.      Old  Man  Onrry  dropped  hia  hand 

on  the  negro'i  shoulder.   *«No.   Moie  hat  been 

ridin' for  me  quite  some  time  now.    He  suits 
me  first  rate." 

"Tou»re  the  doctor,"  grinned  Johnson.  "Do 

as  you  tlunk  best,  of  course.    I  "in  only  telling 
you  how  it  is."  ^     ^^ 

"Thankee.    I  reckon  ITl  play  the  string  out 
™«  ^7  I  started.    Luck  might  change." 

Yes,  it»ll  run  bad  for  a  while  and  then  turn 
nght  round  and  get  worbv.  So  long  I"  John- 
son  hurried  on  toward  the  stables,  laughing 
loudly  at  his  andent  jest,  and  Old  Man  Cmt^ 
looked  after  him  with  a  meditaUve  squint  in 
his  eyes.  ■»h»^1'  m 

"  'Aj  the  crackling  of  thorns  under  a  pot'  " 
he  quoted  soberly.  "A  man  that  laughs  all  the 
tmie  ain»t  likely  to  mean  it,  Mose,  but  I  don't 
know's  I  would  say  that  Johnson  is  ezackly  a 
^I.  No,  he's  a  pretty  wise  man,  of  his  breed. 
He  owns  a  controUin'  interest  in  this  track  (wi- 
der cover,  of  course),  he's  got  a  couple  of  books 
m  the  nng,  and  the  judges  are  with  him.  I 
reckon  from  what  he  said  'bout  Walsh  that  he's 
m  with  the  jockey  syndicate.  No  wonder  he 
wms  races!  Sure,  he  could  get  Walsh  for  me, 
or  any  other  crook-legged  Uttle  burrfar  that 
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would  lend  word  to  Johnton  what  I  wai  doingl 
Mom,  yonder  goM  tho  man  weVe  got  to  beat  I" 

"Him  too,  boMt'*  Little  Mote  roUed  hii 
eyei.  '*HawBsei,  judges,  joeks,  an'  JohnaonI 
Sntnj  if  a  tough  card  to  beat!" 

"  *A  just  man  falleth  leven  times  and  riseth 
up  again,' ''  repeated  the  old  man,  "  'hut  the 
wicked  shall  fall  into  mischief.'  That's  the 
rest  of  the  yerse,  Mose." 

"Boss,"  said  the  little  negro  earnestly,  "I 
don*  wish  nobody  no  hard  luck,  but  if  some- 
body got  to  fall,  I  hope  one  of  them  Irish  jocks 
will  fall  in  front  an'  git  jumped  on  by  ten 
hawssest" 

"Dont  make  any  mistake  about  it,  Cfurry  is 
wise.  He  may  look  like  a  Methodist  preacher 
gone  to  seed,  but  the  old  scoundrel  knows  what's 
going  on.    He  ain't  a  fool,  take  it  from  me  I" 

The  speaker  was  Smiley  Johnson,  who  was 
addressing  a  small  but  extremely  select  gath- 
ering of  turf  hi^rawaymen  who  had  met  in  his 
taoUe-room  to  discuss  matters  of  importance. 
They  were  all  men  who  would  willingly  accept 
two  tens  for  a  five  or  betray  a  friend  for  gain: 
Smiley  Johnson,  Billy  Porter,  Curly  McManus, 
and  Slats  Wilson.  All  owned  horses  and  ran 
them  in  and  out  of  the  money,  as  they  pleased, 
and  not  one  of  them  would  have  trusted  the 
others  as  far  as  a  bull  may  be  thrown  by  the 
tail 

**We  can  trim  the  old  reprobate,"  continued 
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Johnson,  "but  we  can't  keep  him  from  finding 
out  that  the  clippers  are  on  him." 

o/l^.^****  ^'®^  ^^  ^®  ^^^^  knowT"  demanded 
Slats  Wilson.  "I'm  in  favour  of  making  it  so 
raw  that  he'll  take  his  horses  and  go  some- 
A  r!i^fe®-  1^'^''^  ^*  ^^«*  ^e  did  last  season. 

ni  ^A  ?*°?^^.  *??  .*  *°*  ^^  ^^^^  People  '^led 
off,  didn't  he!    Eaised  particular  hell  all  over 

the  circmt,  the  psahn-singing  old  hypocrite!" 
ae  8  got  a  fine,  fat  chance  to  get  anybody 
ruled  off  around  this  track,"  interrupted  Curly 
McM^us.  "These  judges  ain't  reformers. 
They  know  who's  paying  their  salaries." 

Sure  they  do,"  assented  Wilson,  "but  the 
longer  this  old  rip  hangs  on  the  more  chance 
there  is  to  get  into  a  jam  of  some  kind.  He's 
a  natural-bom  trouble  maker.  If  he  loses  many 
more  races  the  way  he  lost  that  one  to-day,  I 
wouldn't  put  it  past  him  to  go  to  the  news- 
Piipers  with  a  holler.  That  would  hurt.  I'm 
in  favour  of  giving  him  the  gate  I " 

"When  he  hasn't  won  a  race?"  argued  John- 
son.  "Use  your  head.  Slats.  Let  him  run  his 
horses,  and  bet  on  'em.  He  may  squawk,  but 
he  can  t  prove  anything,  and  when  he's  lost 
enough  dough  he  '11  quit. ' ' 

"Is  there  any  way  that  we  could  frame  up 

and  get  him  ruled  off?"  asked  Porter 

u^'^^^  r"^'"^  wouldn't  stand,"  said  Johnson. 

Uurry  has  got  too  many  friends  higher  up. 

and  If  we  should  try  it  and  faU  down  it  would 
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give  the  track  a  black  eye.    The  sucker  horse- 
men woTild  be  leery  of  us." 

**If  any  framing  is  to  be  done,"  annonnced 
McManus,  "count  me  out  now.  You  fellows 
know  Grouchy  O'Connor?  Him  and  Engle 
framed  on  Curry  till  they  were  black  in  the 
face,  and  what  did  it  get  'emt  Not  a  nickePs 
worth  I  You've  got  to  admit  that  Al  Engle  was 
smart  as  they  make  'em,  but  O'Connor  tells  me 
that  Curry  made  Al  look  like  a  selling-plater: 
had  him  outguessed  at  every  turn  on  the  track. 
Let  Curry  run  his  horses,  and  our  boys  will  take 
care  of  the  little  nigger." 

"That  Elisha  is  quite  a  horse,"  conunented 
Johnson.  "If  they  take  care  of  him,  they'll 
go  some." 

"What's  the  use  of  worrying  about  Elisha?'* 
asked  McManus.  "Curry  hasn't  started  him 
yet  at  the  meeting.  He's  trying  to  pick  up 
some  dough  with  Elijah  and  Isaiah  and  the 
others.    They  ain't  so  very  much." 

"Well,  Elijah  would  have  been  right  up  there 
to-day  if  it  hadn't  been  for  a  little  timely  in- 
terference now  and  then."  Johnson  grinned 
broadly  as  he  spoke. 

"A  little  timely  interference!"  ejaculated 
Wilson.  "The  boys  did  everything  to  that 
horse  but  knock  him  over  the  fence!" 

"And  the  judges  didn't  see  a  thing!" 
chuckled  Johnson. 

"Say,  let's  get  down  to  business!"  said 
Porter.    "What  I  want  to  know  is  this,  John- 
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ton:  when  are  you  going  to  eat  looie  with 
Zanabart  Yon  said  we'd  all  be  in  with  that; 
there  11  be  a  sweet  price  on  him,  and  we  onght 
to  dean  np.*» 

"Zanribar  is  about  ready,"  answered  John- 
son. "You'll  know  in  plenty  of  time,  and  he's 
a  cinch." 

"And  nobody  knows  a  thing  about  him,"  said 
McManus. 

url^     ^^^^    ^^y*"     ^^^ed    Porter. 

That's  a  pretty  smart  trick:  working  him 
away  from  the  track." 

"It's  the  only  thing  to  do,"  said  Johnson. 

Zanzibar  is  a  nervous  colt,  and  if  I  worked 
him  on  the  track  with  the  other  horses  he'd  go 
all  to  pieces.  That's  why  I  have  Dutchy  take 
him  out  on  a  country  road  and  canter  him.  It 
keeps  him  from  fretting  before  a  race." 

"How  fast  can  he  step  the  three-quarters f" 
asked  Wilson. 

"Fast  enough  to  run  shoes  off  of  anything 
around  here,"  said  Johnson.  "You  needn't 
worry  about  that  We  won't  have  to  put  him 
up  against  the  best,  though.  Zanribar  didn't 
do  anything  last  season,  and  he's  bound  to  get 
a  price  in  almost  any  kind  of  a  race." 

"You're  sure  he's  under  covert" 

"If  he  ain't  under  cover,  a  horse  never  was. 
He  gets  his  work  before  sunrise,  and  at  that 
most  of  it  is  just  cantering.  I've  set  him  down, 
though,  and  I  know  what  he  can  do." 

"It  sounds  all  right,"  admitted  McManus. 
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"Where  do  we  bet  this  money!"  demanded 
Porter. 

Johnson  laughed.  "That's  a  fool  question  I 
The  less  he's  played  at  the  track  the  better. 
We'll  unload  in  the  pool  rooms  on  the  Coast, 
same  as  we  did  before.  Wilson  here  can  enter 
Blitzen  in  the  same  race,  and  they  can't  get 
away  from  making  Blitzen  the  favourite:  on 
form  they'd  have  to  pick  him  to  win  easy.  I'll 
let  it  leak  out  that  I'm  only  sending  Zanzibar 
for  a  workout  and  to  see  whether  he's  improved 
any  over  last  season.  The  pool  rooms  won't 
know  what  hit  'em." 

*  Hold  on  I "  said  McManus  suddenly.  *  *  Sup- 
pose Curry  gets  into  the  race." 

*  *  Bonehead  1 ' '  growled  Wilson.  * '  You  've  got 
Curry  on  the  brain.  Outside  of  Elisha  there's 
no  dass  to  his  string  of  beetles,  and  Elisha  is 
a  distance  horse.  Three-quarters  is  too  short 
for  him." 

"He  can't  get  going  under  half  a  mile  I"  sup- 
plemented Porter. 

"Well,"  apologised  McManus,  "I  like  to  fig- 
ure all  the  angles."  .  .  . 

Old  Man  Curry  also  liked  to  figure  all  the 
angles.  He  had  the  utmost  confidence  in  Solo- 
mon's statement  concerning  the  righteous  man 
and  the  seven  falls,  but  this  did  not  keep  hi^i 
from  taking  the  ordinary  precautions  when 
preparing  for  the  eighth  start  and  the  promised 
rising  up.  He  knew  that  the  big  rawboned  bay 
horse  EUjah  was  a  vastly  improved  animfll  but 
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lie  also  desired  to  know  the  company  in  which 
Elijah  would  find  himself  the  next  time  out. 
His  investigations,  while  inconspicuous  were 
thorough,  and  soon  brought  hun  in  contact  with 
the  name  of  an  equine  stranger. 

*'Zanabar,  eh!"  thought  the  old  man  as  he 
left  the  office  of  thj  racing  secretary.  "  Zanzi- 
bar t  And  Johnson  owns  him.  H'm-m.  I'll 
have  to  find  out  about  that  one,  sure.  The 
others  don't  amount  to  much.  But  this  Zanzi- 
bar?  If  I  only  had  Frank  now!'' 

Since  the  Bald-faced  Kid's  retirement  from 
the  turf  the  Curry  secret-service  department 
had  consisted  of  Shanfc;i,ai  and  Mose,  and  there 
were  times  when  the  shambling  hostler  could 
be  much  wiser  than  he  looked.  It  was  Shanghai 
who  drew  the  assignment. 

"Boy,"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  "Johnson  has 
got  a  colt  named  Zanzibar  that  starts  next  Sat- 
urday. I  thought  I  knew  all  the  bosses  in  train- 
in'  round  here,  but  I've  overlooked  this  one. 
Find  out  all  you  can  'bout  him." 

*  *  Yes,  suh  I "  answered  Shanghai.  "  Bes '  way 
to  do  that  would  be  to  bus'  into  a  crap  game. 
Misteh  Johnson  got  a  couple  cuUud  swipes  whut 
might  know  somethin'—orap-shootin'  fools, 
both  of  'em— an'  whiles  I'm  rolHu'  them  bones 
I  could  jus'  let  a  few  questions  slip  out.  Yes, 
suh,  that's  good  way,  but  when  you  ain't  shoot- 
in'  yo'  money  in  the  game  they  jus'  nachelly 
don'  know  you  'mong  them  present  If  you  got 
couple  nice,  big,  moon-face'  doUahs  to  inves', 
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they  can't  he*p  but  notice  70U.    They  got  to  do 

Old  Man  Cnrry  snuled  and  dipped  two  fln- 
fiers  and  a  thumb  into  hJs  vest  pocket. 

"Thank  you,  suhl"  chuckled  Shanghai,  try- 
ing  hard  to  appear  surprised.  "Thank  you  I 
This  sutny  goin*  combine  business  with  pleas- 
uahl''  *^ 

"Get  away  with  youl"  scolded  Old  Man 
Curry. 

Now,  nearly  every  one  knows  that  the  simon- 
pure  feed-box  information,  the  low-down  and 
the  dead-level  tip,  may  be  picked  up  behind  any 
bam  where  hostlers,  exercise  boys,  and  appren- 
tice jockeys  congregate.  Tongues  are  loosened 
at  such  a  gathering,  and  the  carefully  guarded 
secrets  of  trainers  and  owners  are  in  dang-^r, 
for  the  one  absorbing  topic  of  conversation  is 
horse,  and  then  more  horse. 

Shanghai  knew  exactly  where  to  go,  and  de- 
parted on  his  mission  whistling  jubilantly  and 
chinking  two  sUver  dollars  in  his  pocket. 

At  the  end  of  three  hours  he  returned,  his 
haml  Ve  hands  thrust  deep  into  empty  pockets, 
and  look  in  his  eye  of  one  who  has  watched 
rosy    reams  vanish. 

"Where  you  been  aU  this  timet'*  snapped  his 
employer  wrathfuUy.  "  'As  vinegar  to  the 
teeth,  and  as  smoke  to  the  eyes,  so  is  a  sluggard 
to  them  that  send  him.'  I  declare,  Solomon 
must  have  had  some  black  stable  boys!  What 
you  been  at,  you  triflin'  hound?" 
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Shanghai  smiled  a  sorrowful  smile  and  shook 
his  head. 

"Well,  you  see,  kunnel"— Shanghai  always 
gave  his  employer  a  high  military  rank  when 
in  fear  of  rebuke— * 'you  see,  kunnel,  it  took 
'em  longer 'n  usual  to  break  me  this  mawnin'. 
I  start'  off  right  good,  but  I  sutny  bowed  a 
tendon  an*  pulled  up  lame.  Once  I  toss  six 
passes  at  them  gamblehs '' 

"Never  mind  that!  What  did  you  find  out 
about  Zanzibar?" 

* '  Oh,  him  I "  Shanghai  blinked  rapidly  as  if 
dispelling  a  vision.  "  Zanzibar  t  Why,  kunneL 
they  aimin*  to  slip  him  oveh  Satu'day." 

"Ah,  hahl"  Old  Man  Curry  tugged  at  his 
white  beard.  "Ah,  hah.  I  thought  so.  Had 
him  under  cover,  eht  Where  have  they  been 
workin'  him!" 

"Out  on  the  county  road  Tbout  two  miles 
f 'um  yere.  You  know  that  nice  stretch  with 
all  them  trees!  Every  mawnin',  early,  they 
takes  him  out »' 

'  *  Who  takes  him  out  T  *  * 

"Li»l  white  boy  they  calls  Dutchy." 

"Nobody  else  goes  with  himV* 

Shanghai  shook  his  head. 

"How  old  is  this  b<^t"  asked  the  canny 
horseman. 

"Howolet  Why,  kunnel,  I  reckon  he's  risin' 
fifteen,  mebbe." 

"Smart  boyT" 

Shanghai  cackled  derisively. 
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"I  loaned  him  a  two-bit  piece,  kimnel,  an'  he 
tor  me  all  he  knowedT' 

Old  Man  Cnrry  f  eU  to  combing  his  beard,  and 
ShMighai  retreated  to  the  tackle-room  where 
he  found  Little  Mose. 

"The  boss,  he  pullin'  his  whiskehs  an»  cookin' 

^^..y^ .»°  somebody,*'  remarked  the  hostler. 

Huh  I"  granted  Mose.    "It's  time  he  'ua 

dom  somethin'I  Betteh  not  leave  it  all  to  Sol'- 

munl 

The  cooking  process  lasted  untU  evening,  by 
whidi  time  Old  Man  Curry  had  ceased  to  c^mb 
Jis  beard  and  was  rolling  a  straw  reflectively 
from  one  comer  of  his  mouth  to  the  other 

"You,  Shanghail"  ' 

"Yes,  suhl    Comin'  up!" 

"Find  that  little  rascal  Mose  and  tell  him  I 
want  to  see  him." 

"Yes,  suh." 

"And,  Shanghai?" 

"Yes,  suh." 

"I  believe  I've  found  the  way  to  rise  upl'» 

Good  news  I"  ejaculated  the  startled  ne^o. 

backing  away^   But  to  himself  the  ho3tler  said : 

whut  bitm'  the  ole  man  now?" 

It  was  a  smaU  and  very  sleepy  exercise  boy 
whom  Smiley  Johnson  tossed  into  the  saddle 
at  four  o'clock  on  Saturday  morning:  a  boy 
whose  teeth  were  chattering,  for  he  was  cold.' 
tanter  him  the  usual  distance,  Dutchy," 
Mid  the  owner.    "Then  set  him  down,  but  not 
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for  more  than  half  a  mile.     Understand  t" 
''T-yei,  sir/'  stammered  the  hoj,  nibbing  his 
eyes  with  the  baek  of  one  hand. 
''Don't  let  him  get  hot,  now!" 
"No,  sir;  I  won't." 
"All  right.   Take  him  awayl" 
Johnson  slapped  Zanzibar  on  the  shoulder, 
and  the  colt  moved  off  in  the  gloom.  His  rider, 
whose  other  name  was  Herman  Gets,  hnddled 
himself  in  the  saddle  and  reflected  on  several 
things,  including  the  hard  life  of  an  exercise 
boy,  the  perils  of  the  dark,  and  the  hot  cop  of 
coffee  which  he  would  get  on  his  retnm. 

"Wrapped  in  these  meditations,  he  had  trav- 
elled some  distance  before  he  became  aware  of 
a  dark  shape  in  the  road  ahead.  Coming  doser, 
Herman  saw  that  it  was  a  horse  and  rider,  evi- 
dently waiting  for  him. 

"Howdy,  Jockey  Walsh  I"  called  a  voice. 

The  shortest  cut  to  an  exercise  boy's  heart  is 
to  address  him  as  Joekey.  Herman's  heart 
warmed  toward  this  stranger,  and  he  drew 
alongside,  trying  to  make  out  his  features  in 
the  darkness. 

"  'Taint  Walsh,"  said  Herman,  not  without 
regret.   "It's  Gets." 

"Jockey  Getzt  I  don'  seem  to  place  you, 
jock.   Where  you  been  ridin't    East?" 

"I  ain't  a  jock.  I'm  only  gallopin'  'em.  Who 
are  yout" 

"Jockey  Jones,  whut  rides  faw  Misteh 
Oorry.   M  you  aint  a  jo<A,  you  sutny  ought  to 
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be.   Ton  don't  set  a  hawsa  like  no  ezeroiae  boy. 
Thass  why  I  mistook  you  faw  Walsh." 

*'What  horse  is  that!" 

"This  jus'  one  'em  Curry  beetles.    Whut 
you  got,  jockt" 

''Zanzibar." 

"Any  good?" 

"Well,"  was  the  cautious  reply,  "he  aint 
done  anything  yet." 

The  boys  jogged  on  for  some  time  in  silence. 
"You  sutny  set  him  nice  an'  easy,"  commented 
Mose.  "Le's  breeze  'em  a  little  an'  see  how 
you  handle  a  hawss."  Mose  booted  his  mount 
in  the  ribs,  chirruped  twice,  and  the  horse 
broke  into  a  gallop.  Herman  immediately  fol- 
lowed suit,  and  soon  the  riders  were  knee  to 
knee,  flying  along  the  lonely  road. 

..ml®^*Ht  ^™  "P'  ^^^^**  ^«®<i  Little  Mose. 

That  all  you  kin  get  out  of  himt  Shake  him 
up,  if  you  knows  howl" 

Of  course  Herman  could  not  allow  any  one  to 
hint  that  he  did  not  know  how.  He  went  out 
on  Zanzibar's  neck  and  shook  him  up  vigorous- 
ly, k  la  Tod  Sloan  in  his  palmy  days.  The  colt 
began  to  draw  ahead.  From  the  rear  came 
shrill  encouragement. 

"Thass  whut  I  calls  regluh  race  ridin*,  jookl 
Let  him  out  if  he  got  some  lef 'I   Let  him  outi" 

Carried  away  by  these  kind  words,  Herman 
forgot  his  instructions:  forgot  everything  but 
tiie  thrill  of  the  race.  He  drove  his  heels  into 
Zanzibar's  sides  and  crouched  low  in  the  saddle 
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The  oold  dawn  wind  ont  like  a  knife.   After  a 
time  there  came  a  wail  from  the  rear. 

*'Nothin'  to  it,  jookl  Ton  too  goodl  Too 
good!   Waitfawme." 

Herman  drew  rein,  and  soon  Mose  was  along- 
side  again.  "Canter  'em  a  while  now/'  said 
he.    **Say,  who  tanght  yon  to  ride  like  thatf " 

"Nobody,"  answered  Herman  modestly.  "I 
jnst  picked  it  np.'' 

"A  natchel-bawn  race  rideh.  Sometimes  yon 
finds  'em.  I  wish't  I  conld  set  a  hairss  down 
like  that.    Show  me  again." 

"It's  easy,"  bragged  Herman,  and  proceed- 
ed  to  demonstrate  that  statement  Again  tiie 
compliments  floated  from  the  rear,  coupled  with 
requests  for  speed,  and  yet  more  speed.  Mose 
was  not  an  apt  pnpil,  however,  for  he  required 
a  third  lesson,  and  at  the  end  of  it  Zanzibar 
was  blowing  heavily.  Mose  suggested  that  they 
turn  and  go  back.  "It  I  could  git  that  much 
out  of  a  hawss,  I  wouldn't  take  oflf  my  cap  to 
no  jock!"  said  he.  "Whyn't  you  make  John- 
son  give  you  a  mount  once  in  a  while  t" 

"He  says  I  ain't  smart  enough,"  was  the  sul- 
ky reply. 

Little  Mose  laughed.  "He  jus*  pig-headed, 
thws  all  ail  himi  You  like  to  git  a  reg'luh  job 
ridin'  faw  a  good  manf " 

*'Would  II" 

"Well,  I  knows  a  man  whut  wants  a  good 
boy.  See  that  tree  yondeht  That  big  one! 
Le's  see  who  kin  get  there  first  I" 
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"Ii-4t»s  pretty  far,  aint  it!" 

''Shnoksl  Qnahteh  of  a  mUe,  mebbe.  Ck>me 
onl** 

But  it  was  nearer  half  a  mUe,  and  the  three 
bnsk  sprints  had  lold  on  the  colt.  Boot  him 
nevei  so  hard,  it  was  all  Herman  conld  do  to 
keep  Zanzibar  on  even  terms  with  Mose's 
mount 

"You  on'Jr  fooUn*  'ith  me.    He  kin  do  bet- 

ieh  than  that!    We  in  the  stretch  now;  »*a*e 
him  up/** 

Zanzibar  was  shaken  up  for  the  fourth  and 
last  time— shaken  up  to  the  limit— and  Mose 
was  generous  enough  to  say  that  the  race  was 
a  dead  heat 

As  the  boys  brought  the  horses  to  a  walk, 
another  negro  stepped  out  from  behind  a  tree, 
a  blanket  on  his  arm.  Mose  slipped  from  the 
saddle  and  tossed  the  bridle  to  Shanghai. 

"Ain't  you  goin»  to  ride  back  to  the  track?*' 
demanded  Herman. 

"No.    My  boss,  he  always  wants  this  skate 

blanketed  an'  led  round  a  while Sufferin' 

mackerel,  jock!    What  you  goin'  do  'ith  that 
hawssT    Shave  himt" 

Then  for  the  first  time  Herman  realised  that 
Zanzibar  was  lathered  with  sweat;  for  the  first 
tmie  also  he  recalled  his  instructions. 

"I  can't  take  him  back  like  thati"  he  cried. 
"Johnson 'U  kill  me  I  He  told  me  not  to  get 
this  horse  hot:  an<i  look  at  him  I" 
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"He  ntxkj  some  warm,"  said  «ii««gi»fi  oriti- 
oally.    **Ee  itetmin'  like  a  ketUe!" 

'*Wbiit  if  he  Uf"  asked  Mom.  <<Wekinfli 
that  all  hunky-^orj,  an'  Johnson,  he  won't  ner- 
eh  know." 

"Howcanwefixitt" 

*'Oot  to  kt  that  sweat  dry  first,"  warned 
Shanghai. 

"And  then  wipe  it  off,"  said  Mose. 

"It  comes  off  easy  when  it's  dry,"  snpple- 
mented  Shang^  as  he  started  down  the  road 
with  the  other  horse. 

"Let  him  stand  a  while,"  said  Mose.  "Well 
tie  him  np  to  this  tree.  Pity  you  ain't  ridin' 
some  'em  races  Johnson's  jodc  tosses  off.  Once 
ronnd  that  limb's  enough.  Hell  stand." 

And  for  rather  more  than  half  an  hoar  the 
good  colt  Zanzibar  shivered  in  a  cold  wind  while 
Herman  warmed  himself  in  the  genial  glow  of 
flattering  sj^.'^^eches  and  honeyed  compliments. 

"He  looks  dry  now,"  said  Mose  at  lengtti 
I  *  We  11  mb  him  down  with  grass.  See  how  easy 
it  comes  off  an'  don't  leave  no  marks  neither. 
Mebbe  you  betteh  not  say  any  thin'  to  yo'  boss 
'bout  this." 

"Say,  you  don't  think  I'm  a  fool,  do  yout" 

"SutnynotI  I  see  yo' a  pretty  wise  kid,  all 
rightl" 

"If  I  could  only  get  that  reg'lar  job  you  was 
talkin'aboutl" 

"It  boun'  to  come,  jodc,  boun'  to  oomel  You 
be  steerin'  'em  down  'at  ol'  stretdi  one  of  these 
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diyi^rarel    If  we  jn.' bad  a  U»l  wateh,  now, 
we  oonld  do  a  betteh  job  on  Me  bawee  '* 
"He'i  tbakin'  a  lot,  ain't  bet*'  aaked  Her- 


*'Nuhvou8,  tbaes  all  aU  bim.  My  side  'moi' 
dean  a'ready;  how  you  gettin'  along!" 

Smiley  Jobnson  stood  at  tbe  entrance  to  bie 
paddock  stall  sbaking  bands  witb  acquaintances, 
slapping  bis  friends  on  tbe  back,  and  pass- 
ing out  information.  "I  don't  know  a  great 
deal  about  tbis  borse,"  be  would  remark  confi- 
dently. "He  wasn't  much  account  last  season 
—too  nervous  and  high-strung.  I'm  only  send- 
mg  him  to-day  to  see  what  he'll  do,  but  of 
course  he  never  figured  to  beat  horses  like  Blit- 
zen.    Not  enough  dass." 

Curly  McManus  forced  his  way  into  Zana- 
bar's  stall  and  moved  to  the  far  comer  where 
Johnson  followed  him. 

*;Curry  is  in  the  betting  ring,"  McManus 
whispered. 

"Well,  what  of  that?" 

"He's  betting  an  awful  chunk  of  dough  on 
Elijah;  they're  giving  him  4  and  5  to  1." 

"The  more  he  bets  the  more  he'll  lose." 

"But  it  ain't  like  him  to  unbelt  for  a  chunk 
muess  he  knows  something." 

Johnson  chuckled. 

"Most  of  his  betting  is  done  in  books  where 
1  ve  got  an  interest  D'you  think  they'd  be 
laymg  top  prices  on  Elijah  if  they  didn't  know 
something  toof  " 
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"I  gaess  that's  right,  Snuley.  You  didn't 
warm  this  one  np  to-day.   Whyt" 

''It  would  make  him  too  nervous:  the  crowd, 
and  aU." 

"He's  fit,  is  he?" 

"Fitter  than  a  snake!  We're  getting  8  and 
10  to  1  in  the  pool  rooms  all  over  the  Coast, 
Mid  I  wish  we'd  gone  even  stronger  with  him. 
Here  comes  Curry  now.  Listen  to  me  kid  him  I ' ' 

The  old  man  entered  the  paddock  from  the 
betting  ring,  bound  for  Elijah's  stalL  Johnson 
halted  him  with  a  shout.  "Well,  old  Stick-in- 
the-mud  I   You  trying  to-day  T" 

"I'm  always  *nrin',"  answered  Curry  mild- 
ly.   "My  hossc  always  tryin'  too." 

"Wish  you  a.     of  luck!" 

"Same  to  you,  sir;  same  to  you." 

"But  everybody  can't  win." 

"True  as  gospel.  I  found  that  out  right 
here  at  this  track." 

Old  Man  Curry  continued  on  his  way  as  cahn 
and  untroubled  as  if  his  pockets  were  not  load- 
ed down  with  pasteboards  calling  for  a  small 
fortune  in  the  event  of  Elijah's  winning  the 
race.  His  instruotions  to  Little  Mose  were 
brief: 

"Get  away  in  front  and  stay  there." 

A  few  moments  later  Johnson  and  MoManus 

leaned  over  the  top  rail  of  the  fence  and 

watched  the  horses  on  their  way  to  the  post. 

;*That  colt  of  yours  looks  a  Uttle  stiff  to  me," 

said  McManus  critically. 
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'Nonsense!    He  may  be  a  bit  nervous,  but 
he  ain't  stiff.**  ' 

"Well,  I  Aope  he  ain't.  Curry's  horse  looks 
^ood.  ' 

Later  they  levelled  their  field  glasses  at  the 
Jtarting  point.  Johnson  could  see  nothing  but 
his  0^  colours:  a  blazing  cherry  jacket  and 
cap;  McManus  spent  his  time  watching  Little 
Mose  and  Elijah. 

"Simley  that  nigger  is  playing  for  a  run- 
nmg  start." 

"Let  him  have  it  Zaniabar'll  be  in  front  in 
ten  jumps.  Hennessey  knows  just  how  to 
bw^^"  *•  ^^  ^^'^  *^*^°  Hghtning  on  the 

"I  suppose  the  boy  on  BUtzen'U  take  care  of 

rw^'i^,.^' ^  *^-   Slats  gave  him  orders. 
Iney  re  of  I" 

Johnson  opened  his  mouth  to  say  something, 
but  the  words  died  away  into  a  choking  gurgle 
^stead  of  rushing  to  the  front,  the  che^ifj^. 
et  was  rapidly  dropping  back.  It  was  McManus 
who  broke  the  stunned  silence. 

"In  front  in  ten  jumps,  hey?    He's  last  in 
An^T?''  ^*'«^J»«t  he  is:  stiffer'n  a  boardi 

° VrLn  'IF^'"  "^^^^  ^«'  ^  yo^»" 

10  heU  with  Curry's  nigger!"  barked 
Johnson.  -Look  at  the  colt! ^nV-he™? 
untrack  hm«elf :  runs  like  he  was  aU  bound  up 

Xou  bet  It  has !"  snarled  McManus.   "Ouite 
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a  pile  of  dough  has  gone  wrong,  and  B<nne  of  it 
was  mine  tool" 

A  comfortable  ten  lengths  to  the  good  at  the 
upper  turn,  Little  Mose  addressed  a  few  vig- 
orons  remaiics  to  his  momit. 

''This  a  nice  place  faw  ns  to  stay,  'Lijahl 
Them  Irish  boys  all  behin'  us  I  Nobody  goin' 
bump  you  to-day  I  Nobody  goin*  slash  you  'ith 
no  whip!  Go  on,  big  red  hawssi  Show  *em 
how  we  risin'  upl" 

"The  nigger '11  win  in  a  romp!"  announced 
McManus  disgustedly. 

"Oh,  dry  up!  I  want  to  know  what's  hap- 
pened to  Zanzibar!" 

"I  can  tell  you  what's  going  to  happen  to 
him,"  remarked  the  unfeelLig  McManus. 
"He's  going  to  finish  last,  and  a  damn  bad  last 
at  that.  Why,  he  can't  get  up  a  gallop!  Didn't 
you  know  any  more  than  to  start  a  horse  i^ 
that  condition?" 

"But  how  the  devil  did  he  get  stiff  all  e 
onceT"  howled  Johnson. 

"That's  what  you'd  better  find  out.  How  do 
we  know  you  didn't  cross  us,  Johnson f  It 
would  be  just  like  you!" 

Old  Man  Curry,  watching  at  the  paddock 
gate,  thrust  his  hands  under  the  tails  of  his 
rusty  frock  coat  and  smiled. 

"  *A  just  man  falleth  seven  times  and  riset\ 
up  again!'"  he  quoted  softly.  "And  '  d 
wicked:  well,  they'll  have  a  mighty  lame  boss 
on  their  hands,  I  reckon." 
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Mose  begui  cheokiiig  EKjah  several  lenirths 
m  front  of  the  wire. 

"i^-^f '*  *S  .^°^'  *  ^"'ft  ^^8s,'»  said  he. 
Might  need  It  again.   You  winnin' by  a  mUe. 

^A^t'  ^P^'"^"^  ^M  right,  but  maybe  he 
wouldn't  have  been  if  I  hadn't  done  some  r  iin' 
up  myse'f  thia  mawninM  Whoa,haw8s!  This 
where  Ihey  pay  off  I  We  th'oo  faw  the  day  I" 
Old  Man  Curry  was  striding  down  the  track 
from  the  judges'  stand  when  he  met  a  larire 
man  whose  face  was  purple  and  his  language 
purple  also.  »"8t«4f« 

"Man  don't  talk  like  thati"  said  Curry  re- 
provmgly  "And  ca'm  down  or  you'll  bust  an 
artery.  You  can't  win  all  the  time:  that's 
what  you  told  me." 

Johnson  sputtered  like  a  damp  Boman 
candle  but  a  portion  of  his  remarks  were  in- 
teUigible. 

"Oh,  Zanzibar?"  said  Old  Man  Curry  "He's 
a  nght  nice  colt.  He  ought  to  be.  He  pretty 
mgh  run  the  legs  off  my  'Lisha  this  mornin'." 

"Whar-what's  that?" 

"Yes,"  continued  Old  Man  Curry;  "they 
had  It  back  an'  forth  up  that  road,  hot  an' 
heavy,  i  expect  maybe  Zanzibar  got  a  chill 
irom  sweatin'  so  hard." 

.J^\  *^  *^®  ^^'^  °^  ^^-  Johnson's  remarks 
and  statements  of  intention  Curry  selected  one. 

fl,.f  a  ^t}^'  ^  ^^**«°  y^^  ^oo't  beat 
tibat  German  kid  to  death.  He  didn't  know  any 
better.    You  won't  lay  a  finger  on  him,  be- 
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cause  whyt  He's  on  a  railroad  train  by  now, 
goin'  home  to  Cinoinnati.  I  redroned  his 
mother  might  like  to  see  him.  And  yon  ain't 
goin'  to  mi^e  no  trouble  for  me,  Johnson.  Not 
a  mite.  You  might  whip  a  little  kid,  you  big, 
bulldosin*  windbag,  but  I  reckon  you  won't 
stand  up  to  a  man,  no  matter  how  old  he  is!" 
"I— 111  have  your  entries  refused!" 
''Don't  go  to  no  such  trouble  as  that,"  was 
the  soothing  reply.  "There  won't  be  no  more 
Curry  entries  at  this  track.  A  just  man  might 
fall  down  seven  times  again  in  such  a  nest  of 
thieves  an' robbers!  Tell  that  to  your  judges, 
an'  be  damned!" 

And,  head  erect,  shoulders  squared,  and  eyes 
flashing.  Old  Man  Curry  started  for  the  betting 
ring  to  collect  hig  due. 
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WELLf  you  great  big  hammer-headed 
lobster,  what  have  you  got  to  say 
for  yourself,  eh?  Don't  stand  there 
and  look  wise  when  I*m  talking  to 
you!  Ain't  there  a  race  in  this  country  long 
enough  for  you  to  wint  A  mUe  and  a  half 
ought  to  give  you  a  chance  to  open  up  and  step, 
but  what  do  you  doT  You  come  last,  just  be- 
gmnmg  to  warm  up  and  go  some  I  Sometimes 
1  think  I  ought  to  seU  you  to  a  soap  factory,  you 
clumsy  false  alarm,  you  ugly  old  fraud,  you 
cross  between  a  mud  turtle  and  a  carpenter's 
bench,  you ** 

At  this  point  Slim  Kern  became  extremely 
persona^  speaking  his  mind  concerning  the 
horse  Pharaoh,  his  morals,  his  habits,  and  his 
ancestors.  Some  of  his  statements  would  have 
raised  bhsters  on  a  salamander,  but  Pharaoh 
hstwied  cahnly  and  with  grave  dignity. 

^haraoh  was  not  handsome.  Je  was,  as  Slim 
Had  swd,  a  hammer-headed  brute  of  imposing 
proportions.  But  for  his  eyes  no  turfman 
would  have  looked  at  him  twice.    They  were 
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large,  dear,  and  nnnsiiallj  intelligent;  they  re- 
deemed his  homely  face.  Without  them  he 
would  have  been  called  a  stupid  horse. 

An  elderly  gentleman  sat  on  a  bale  of  hay 
and  listened  to  Slimes  peroration.  As  it  grew 
in  power  and  potency  the  listener  ceased  to 
chew  his  straw  and  began  to  shake  his  head. 
When  Slim  paused  for  breath,  searching  his 
mind  for  searing  adjectives,  a  mild  voice  took 
advantage  of  the  silence. 

"There  now.  Slim,  ain't  you  said  enough  to 
himf  Seems  like,  if  it  was  me,  I  wouldn't  cuss 
a  boss  so  strong— not  this  boss  anyway.  He 
ain't  no  fooL  Chances  are  he  knows  more'n 
you  give  him  credit  for.  Some  bosses  don't 
care  what  you  say  to  'em — ^goes  in  one  ear  and 
out  the  other— but  Pharaoh,  he's  wise.  He 
knows  that  ain't  love  talk.  He 's  chewin'  it  over 
in  his  mind  right  now.  By  the  look  in  his  eye, 
he's  askin'  himself  will  he  bite  your  ear  off  or 
only  kick  you  into  the  middle  of  next  week. 
Oussin'  a  boss  like  that  won't  make  him  win 
races  where  be  never  had  a  chance  nohow." 

"I  know  it,"  said  Slim.  "I  know  it,  Curry, 
but  think  what  a  wonderful  relief  it  is  to  mel 
Take  a  slant  at  him,  standing  there  all  digni- 
fied up  like  a  United  States  senator  I  Don't  he 
look  l^e  he  ought  to  know  somethingf  Would- 
n't you  think  he'd  Imow  where  they  pay  off! 
He  makes  me  sore,  and  I've  just  got  to  talk  to 
him.  I've  owned  him  a  whole  year,  and  what 
has  he  donef   Won  once  at  a  mile  and  a  quar- 
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ter,  and  he'd  hav«  been  last  that  time  if  the 
leaders  hadn't  got  in  a  jam  on  the  turn  and  fell 
down.    He  was  so  far  behind  'em  when  they 
pUed  np  that  aU  he  had  to  do  was  puU  wide 
and  come  on  home  I    He  had  sense  enough  for 
that.   IVe  started  him  in  all  the  distance  races 
on  this  drcuit;  he  always  runs  three  feet  to 
their  one  at  the  finish,  but  he's  never  close 
enough  up  to  make  it  count.    He  must  have 
some  notion  that  they  pay  oflf  the  second  time 
around,  and  it's  all  my  boy  can  do  to  stop  him 
after  he  goes  under  the  wire.    Why  won't  he 
uncork  some  of  that  stuff  where  it  will  get  us 
somethingt   Why  won't  hef   I  don't  know,  and 
that 's  what  gets  me. " 

Old  Man  Curry  rose,  threw  away  his  straw, 
and  circled  the  horse  three  times,  muttering 
to  himself.  This  was  purely  an  exhibition  of 
strategy,  for  Curry  knew  all  about  Pharaoh: 
had  known  all  about  him  for  months. 

*'What'll  you  take  for  himT"  The  question 
came  so  suddenly  that  it  caught  Slim  off  his 
balance. 

"Take  for  himl"  he  ejaculated.  *'Who 
wants  an  old  hammer-head  like  that!" 

"I  was  thinkin'  I  might  buy  him,"  was  the 
quiet  reply,  "if  the  price  is  right.  I  dunno's 
a  boss  named  Pharaoh  would  fit  in  with  a  stable 
of  Hebrew  prophets,  'count  of  the  way  Pharaoh 
used  Moses  and  the  IsruKtes,  but  I  might  take 
a  chance  on  him— if  the  price  is  right." 

Now,  Slim  would  have  traded  Pharaoh  for  a 
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nose  bag  or  a  sack  of  shorts  and  reckoned  the 
intake  pore  gain,  but  he  was  a  horseman,  and 
it  naturally  follows  that  h )  was  a  trader. 

"WeU,  now/*  said  he,  "I  hadnt  thought  of 
selling  him,  Curry,  and  that's  a  fact" 

"Did  anybody  but  me  ever  think  of  bnyin' 
himT"  asked  the  old  man  innocently. 

"He's  got  a  wonderful  breeding, "juud  SKm, 
ignoring  the  question.  "Yes,  sir;  he's  out  of 
the  purple,  sure  enough,  and  as  for  age  he's 
just  in  his  prime.  There's  a  lot  of  racing  in 
him  yet.   Make  me  an  offer. ' ' 

"You  don't  want  me  to  talk  first,  do  yout 
I  don't  reckon  I  could  make  a  real  offer  on  a 
boss  that  never  wins  'less  all  the  others  fall 
down.  Pharaoh  ain't  what  you  might  call  a 
first-class  buy.  From  his  looks  it  costs  a  lot 
to  keep  him." 

"Not  near  as  much  as  you'd  think,"  was  the 
quick  rejoinder.    ' '  Pharaoh 's  a  dainty  feeder. ' ' 

"Ah,  hah,"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  stroking  his 
beard.  "About  as  dainty  as  one  of  them  per- 
petual hay  presses!  That  nigh  foreleg  of  his 
has  been  stove  up  pretty  bad  too.  How  he  runs 
on  it  at  all  beats  me." 

"He's  sound  as  a  nutl"  declared  Slim  ve- 
hemently. "There  ain't  a  thing  in  the  world 
the  matter  with  him.  Ask  any  vet  to  look  him 
over!" 

"Well,  Slim,  I  dunno's  he's  worth  the  ex- 
pense. Come  on,  now;  teU  me  what's  the  least 
you'll  take  for  him!" 
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"Five  hnndred  dollari.*' 
||Give  yon  a  hundred  and  fifty  cash. " 
Bay,  do  you  want  me  to  make  vou  a  nrAa«nf 

tef^^yr  rfeate'allTyli^^^^^  ^  ^  ^■ 

J  on^'h^^  ^^?  Man  Curry.    -I  won't  in- 
MBt  on  a  halter.    I  got  plenty  of  my  own    Yon 

^u^ZTl  ^'^'"'^  "^  «^«^  aJd'TSlought 
you  meant  it.    I  was  just  askin'  if  you'd  mU 

Day,  If  you  want  him.  No  harm  done."  Old 
Man  Curry  began  to  walk  away. 

fn  v^*"^!"*"  *  minute  I"  said  SUm,  trying  hard 
to  keep  the  anxious  note  out  of  his  voice  "Be 
msonable,  old-timer.    Make  me  an  offer  for 

OM 'iS®*'  "^^  *^**  *  '^°'^^^«  ^««  <^«'^  accept." 
shouldw  "^  ^^""^^  ^""^  ^^^^""^"^  '*''®'*  ^^ 

nf*fi!^^L  T^^^l^*'  ^*'°*'y  surprised,  ''I  kind 
of  thought  I'd  done  that  a'readyl" 

'Iroo*  at  himi"  urged  Slim.  "Did  you  ever 
see  a  more  powerful  horse  in  your  lifet  And 
Mnarttoo.  A  hundred  and  fifty  doUars  I  One 
side  of  him  is  worth  more  than  that  I" 

'Likely  it  is,"  agreed  the  old  man  solemnly. 

Seems  to  me  I  saw  a  piece  in  the  paper  'bout 

Je^?"^        '^  *^^^  ""*"  «°^'  *«  P^*  ^P  1^088- 

•  *^j^*  ^®'^  ^^  *  ^<>t  0^  1«<S  luck,"  per- 
sisted Shm,  -but  get  Pharaoh  warmedup  owe 
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and  hell  Burprise  yon.    Didn't  yon  see  how 
fait  he  was  coming  to-day f*' 

''The  nnmhers  was  np  befoie  he  got  in,"  was 
the  dry  response.  ''What's  the  good  of  a  hoss 
that  won't  begin  to  nin  nniil  the  race  is  over? 
Yon  said  yonrself  he  only  won  for  yon  when 
all  the  others  fell  down.  It's  kind  of  difficult 
to  frame  np  races  that  way.  Jockeys  hate  to 
take  the  chances.  Will  two  hundred  bny  himt 
Two  hundred,  right  in  your  handf " 

I 'Oh,  come  over  here  and  set  downl"  said 
Slim.  "You  ain't  in  any  hurry,  are  youT 
Nothing  you've  said  yet  interests  me.  On  the 
level,  you  ain't  got  a  suspicion  of  what  a  good 
horse  this  is!" 

"No,  but  I  kind  of  suspicion  what  a  bad  hoss 
he  is."  Old  Man  Curry  resumed  his  seat  on 
the  bale  of  hay  and  produced  his  packet  of 
fine-cut  tobacco.  "You  tell  me  how  good  he 
is,"  said  he,  "and  I'll  listen,  but  before  you 
open  up  here's  what  Solomon  says:  'The  sim- 
ple believeth  every  word,  but  the  prudent  man 
looketh  well  to  his  going.'  Hoss  tradin'  is  no 
job  for  a  simple  man,  but  I  made  a  livin'  at  it 
before  you  was  bom.  Now  fire  away,  and  don't 
tell  me  this  Pharaoh  is  a  gift.  'Whoso  boasteth 
himself  of  a  false  gift  is  Uke  clouds  and  wind 
without  rain.'  I  reckon  Solomon  meant  mostly 
wind.  Now  you  can  cut  loose  an'  tell  me  how 
much  hoss  this  is." 

Two  hours  later  Old  Man  Curry  arrived  at 
his  bam  leading  Pharaoh.  He  had  acquired  the 
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hammer-head  for  the  smn  of  $265  and  Slim  had 
thrown  m  the  halter.  Shanghai,  Curry's  host- 
ler and  handy  man,  stared  at  the  new  member 
of  the  raong  string  with  open-monthed  and 
pop-eyed  amaxement 
;;Lawd's  Bakel  What  is  that,  a  cam-n-elt" 
No,  I  don't  reckon  he's  a  camel,  exactly," 
rephed  the  old  man.  "I  don't  know  jnst  whit 
he  18,  Shanghai,  bnt  I'm  aimin'  to  find  out 

soon.    The  man  I  got  him  from  aUowed  as  he 
wasaraoehoss." 

"Hnh-uh  kmmell  He  sntny  don'ree'semble 
no  nmnm  hawss  to  me.  I  neveh  yet  see  a  head 
^ape  like  that  on  anything  whut  could  run." 
Shanghai  came  closer  and  examined  the  equine 
stranger  <«refuUy.  "Yo'  an  ugly  brut^  big 
hawss :  u^y  no  name  faw  it.    Oh-oh,  kuineh 

W^-i  *  ^""T^u  7^*  *^^'*  ^^^    I^  «^8  hawss 
18  wise  as  he  look,  he  ought  to  be  a  judge  in  the 

^fTX^'VJ''^  ^^^'  somepin'^besides 
bone  m  that  ole  hammeh-headi" 

"I  bought  him  for  his  eyes,"  said  Old  Man 

^ou   H"  ?yes  and  his  name.    This  is  Pha- 
raoh, Shanghai." 

"Faro,  eh?"    The  negro  chuckled.    "Thass 

ITlt  ^T  I?'  «^*'  **^^**^  ^^  ^ay«=  fe«t  it 

18  or  It  am't.  Now,  mebbe  this  yere  Faro  is  a 
race  hawss,  an'  mebbe  he  ain't,  but  if  yC  eveh 
puts  him  mjath  early  speed  an'  a  short  dis- 
tance to  go,  betteh  play  him  with  a  copper,  kun- 

mill  »  •  *?*  ?"^®  "^^^"^  ^  a  «a«Ie  flyin'  a 
mile  'gainst  pigeons."  /"*    » 
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''The  thing  to  do,'*  Mid  Old  Man  Onrrj  with 
his  kindly  snuloy  ''ii  to  ftnd  ont  the  eaide'i  dis- 
tance." ^^ 

Little  Mose  was  dreaming  that  he  had  piloted 
the  winner  of  the  Bnms  Handicap  and  was  he- 
ing  carried  to  tiie  jock«>y's  room  in  a  floral 
horseshoe  whidi  rocked  in  a  very  Tiolent  man- 
ner. The  motion  became  so  pronounced  that 
Mose  opened  his  eyes,  and  foond  Old  Man 
Onrry  shaking  him. 

"Get  np,  you  lazy  little  rascal!  Got  a  job 
for  yon  this  mornin '.    Turn  ont  I ' ' 

The  jockey  sat  np,  yawning  and  knuckling 
his  eyes. 

''Solomon  must  have  had  at  least  one  little 
black  boy,"  said  the  old  man.  "  *Love  not 
sleep  lest  thou  come  to  poverty.*  Hurry  up, 
Mose!" 

"Yes,  suh,"  mumbled  the  drowsy  youngster. 
"Beckon  SoPmun  neveh  had  to  gallop  a  string 
an'  ride  *em  too.  I  sutny  earns  whut  I  irits 
when  I  git  it." 

Dawn  was  breaking  when  Jockey  Moseby 
Jones  emerged  from  the  tack  room  to  find  Old 
Man  Curry  and  Pharaoh  waiting  for  him.  As 
they  were  walking  to  the  track  the  owner  gave 
his  orders. 

"One  trouble  with  this  boss,"  said  he,  "is 
that  the  boy  who  has  been  ridin*  him  wasn't 
strong  enough  in  the  arms  to  keep  his  head 
up." 

"That  or  hawss  has  got  a  head  whut  weighs 
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•Speot  hem  Wt  yank  both  arms  ontenme^^^' 

"You're  pretty  stout  for  a  boy  your  riw  " 

eaid  the  old  man,  "an'  yon  may  l4  ^"to^id 

this  big,  hard-stridin'  boss  together  im'  siSe 

IT.!*^  "S^  "if  ^-  Send  hii^'t^o  SJT; 
Mose,  keep  his  head  np  if  yon  can.  an' ride 
^^^yery  jnmp  of  the  way."  ' 

But,  boss,  they  ain't  no  two-mUe  races  in 
thisyer  part  o'  the  countryl" 

JJ'^^!^^.  *"*'  y®^*^  ta^  yourself  into  a  raw. 

to  ten  me  'bout  the  races  on  the  junirle  tr^drii 
AU  you  got  to  think  about  is  can  y^Ltt 

S^n  r"  "  ,*^,*>^«^  *  ^'^^'^  of  groiS 
think  he  has,  you  an'  me  an'  Pharaoh  nmy  go 

£>VL  do.^'  ^"'^'  ^"^  ^^^''^ »«« ^^*  you 

The  hMnmer-head  loafed  away  at  a  comfort- 
abe  stride  imd  his  first  mile  showed  noThSg 

tion  which  caused  Old  Man  Curry  to  add«.« 
remarks  to  his  stop  watch,   ft  K^^^^" 

still:  the  big  brute  was  just  beginning  to  en- 
joy the  exercise  and  wanted  tn  h^T^      • 
^'ixr^ii  *!.•  %:  waniea  to  keep  on  gomir. 

WeU,  think  you  can  handle  him!" 
Boss,"  panted  Kttle  Mose,  *'I  kin  do— 

sutny~do  love  to  run-once  he  git  goin'.    Afl 
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the  way — down  the  stretch — ^he  was  asajin' 
to  me:  *Ck>me  on,  jook!  Lemme  go  round 
again !'  Yes,  snh,  he  was  beggin'  me  faw  'noth- 
ehnulel" 

"Ah-hah,"  said  Old  Man  Curry.  "That's 
the  way  it  looked  to  me.  Well,  to-morrow  we'll 
let  him  do  that  extra  mile,  bnt  well  get  np  ear- 
lier. By  an'  by  when  he's  ready,  we'll  let  him 
run  four  miles  an'  see  how  he  finishes  an'  what 
the  watch  says." 

Little  Mose  rolled  his  eyes  thouj^tfully. 

"Seem  like  I  ain't  heard  tell  of  bnt  one  fo'- 
mile  race,"  he  hinted.  "  'Tain't  run  in  Egypt 
neitheh.  They  mns  it  down  ronnd  'Frisco. 
The  Thawntnm  Stakes  is  whnt  they  calls  it. 
Boss,  yon  reckon  Phaxaoh  kin  pick  np  any 
com  in  California  f" 

Old  Man  Cnrry's  eyes  twinkled,  bnt  his  voice 
was  stem. 

"If  I  was  a  little  black  boy,"  said  he,  "an' 
I  was  wantin'  my  boss  to  take  me  on  a  trip 
down  into  Egypt,  I  wouldn't  call  it  CaUforaia. 
If  I  knew  anything  'bout  a  four-mile  stake  race, 
I'd  try  to  mislay  the  name  of  it.  If  I  had  been 
ridin'  a  big,  hammer-headed  boss,  I  don't  think 
I'd  mention  him  except  in  my  rrayers.  If  I  was 
goin'  after  com,  I  don't  believe  I'd  say  so." 

Mose  listened,  nodding  from  time  to  time. 

"Boss,"  said  he  eamestly,  "I  sutny  always 
did  want  to  see  whut  thisyer  Egypt  looks  like. 
Outside  of  that,  I  neveh  heard  nothin',  I  don't 
know  nothin',  an'  I  can't  tell  nothin'.    Begin- 
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mteh?" '  •  «**™  J>"  «ot  me  beat  in  a  talkin' 

wMUh^^  "^"^  "'^  ^"^^  ^»  ^o°ft 

«ol^*"*^*^®  very  best  way,'»  said  he,  "to 

!^f»."^^?'^??^«yP*-  'A  talebearer  re- 
vealeth  secrets,  but  he  that  is  of  a  faithful  snirit 
oonoealeth  the  matter.* »'  *«"«^ai  spirit 

h«rw!!f*r/^.i?7f'^"«^^^^Mose.    "I 

s'jLtShntur?^*"^"^-^'  *^«  -"-«-'-* 

^^fSin  ^w  ^"  *  «°*"  *o^  on  the  Carqninez 

w^tl  ^.ii''*  "S"^'^  "^'»***^  o'  wind-swept 
water  between  San  Pablo  and  Suisun  Bayl 

S^%!!Si^«  r^"^  J'^^*"'  '**"^  to  reach 
tte  Pacifio  by  rail,  found  it  necessary  to  cross 

huge  feriyboat  capable  of  swallowing  up  long 
Z^IS?  w"'-    ^l^»««^«nthatP?rtS 

ed  frame  saloons  along  the  water  front  and 
very  little  else.  All  day  and  aU  night  the  W^ 
feny-boat  pUed  between  Benicia  ^and  Port 
Cost^  transferring  rolling  stock.  While  the 
trains  were  bemg  made  up  on  the  Port  Costa 
^e  Pa88enger8  in  need  of  Hquid  sustenance 

hL^  t/«?«»ent  may  expect  in  any  country. 
jyT^  ^sl^baugh  sat  at  a  table  in  MarS 

lentiy.    He  had  purchased  nothing,  for  the 
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moit  excellent  of  tbuobb,  but  he  had  patron- 
ised the  free  Innoh  eztensiyelj. 

"You  don't  need  to  lo<^  at  me  like  that," 
said  Henry  when  the  silence  became  unbearable. 
"I*m  waiting  for  a  friend  and  when  he  comes 
heOl  buy." 

At  this  critical  juncture  the  swinging  doors 
opened  to  admit  the  friend,  a  tall,  elderly  man 
with  a  patriarchal  white  beard,  dad  in  a  bat- 
tered black  slouch  hat  and  a  venerable  frock 
coat   Ashbaugh  jumped  up  with  a  yell. 

"Well,  you  old  son  of  a  gun  I  It's  good  for 
sore  eyes  to  see  you  I    How  long  has  it  been, 

"Quite  some  years,"  answered  Old  Man 
Curry,  allowing  himself  to  be  guided  to  the 
bar.  "And  how's  the  world  been  usin'  you. 
Henry?"  ^ 

"It's  been  using  me  rough,  awful  rough," 
replied  Ashbaugh.  "I  ain't  even  got  the  price 
of  a  drink." 

Cfurry  laid  a  silver  coin  upon  the  bar 

"Have  one  with  me,"  said  he. 

"Don't  mind  if  I  do,"  said  Ashbau^,  and 
poured  out  a  stiff  Kbation  of  water-front 
whisky.  Old  Man  Curry  took  water,  and  the 
wise  bartender,  after  one  look  at  the  stranger, 
drew  it  from  a  faucet. 

"Howl"  said  Henry,  tilting  the  poison  into 
his  system. 

"My  regards!"  said  Old  Man  Curry,  sipping 
his  water  slowly. 
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"Same  old  birdI"eiaciilatedA8hbaiirfi  daD- 
Pf?  ,^  on  the  back.  "SolomSS  o^tS 
brain  I   Speaking  of  birds,  though,  did  ycTu  ever 

''Have^rotheM^    "^  *'^  ^^^«  ^^Po^- 

"If  yon  force  me,"  said  Ashban^h  Donrino. 

ont  a  second  heavy  dose.    Old  M^  oii^Tt^k 

the  back  of  his  hand  over  his  lips. 

We  have  talked  of  birds,"  said  he  whee- 
^^»  ^^A,'"'*  °^^  ^^^  centi^el" 

not   Hen^f''^-^"^  ^^^^*^^-    "No,  I  reckon 

not,  Henry,    '"here's  something  else  to  talk 

abont    Yon  got  my  telegram?"  ** 

This  afternoon,"  said  Ashbanirh  with  ». 

ti^;f?o:st^*?sk^^*^ 

"rS^i?*f^f  '^  y  ^^  the^swer. 
Wmil  #     ***^^®  *  ^°«8  down  there  and  pnt 
onSP  '^f  *  ^«^  ^««ks»  Henry. "  ^  ^ 

xrifh^A^^^J^  *"  y*^""^"  said  Ashbangh 
with  wide  gestures.  "AUyonrsI  A  frilr.^^? 
mine  can  have  anything  Pve  ^t  *n^  «. 

«?5wm' J?2"^'f .*^»  ^«'«  horse?"^ 
TheyTl  be  takin'  him  ont  of  a  fr«ia-fc*  -.« 

about  now,"  said  Curry.  ^tfd'r^t^C 
iTS  ***  y°"  P^aoe  to-nightt" 
,  Jof^<«n  if  you  walk  it" 
i«  the  road  as  good  as  it  uiad  to  be! " 
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"Same  road.  Just  like  it  was  when  yon 
nsed  to  train  horses  on  it.'' 

''Mebbe  we  ought  to  be  going/'  snggested 
Old  Man  Cnny. 

"Then  yon  won't  talk  abont  centipedeat" 

"Oh,  well,"  smiled  the  old  man,  "I  might 
discuss  a  three-legged  critter  with  yon— 
once." 

"Pnt  that  bottle  back  on  the  bar!"  said  Ash- 
bangh. 

The  overnight  entry  slips,  given  ont  on  the 
day  before  the  mnning  of  the  Thornton  Stakes, 
bore  the  name  of  the  horse  Pharaoh,  together 
with  that  of  his  owner,  C.  T.  Cnrry,  whereat 
the  wise  men  of  the  West  chncUed.  A  few  of 
them  had  heard  of  Old  Man  Curry,  a  queer, 
harmless  indiyidual  who  owned  bad  horses  and 
raced  them  on  worse  tracks.  A  hasty  survey 
of  turf  guides  brought  the  horse  Pharaoh  to  un- 
favourable light  as  a  nonwinner  in  cheap  com- 
pany, and  in  no  sense  to  be  considered  as  a  com- 
petitor in  the  second  greatest  of  Western  turf 
dassics.  In  addition  to  this,  those  who  made 
it  their  business  to  know  th6  business  of  horse- 
men were  able  to  state  positively  that  no  such 
norse  as  Pharaoh  had  arrived  at  the  Emeryville 
track  outside  of  Oakland.  Consequently,  when 
the  figuring  was  done  (and  a  great  deal  of 
figuring  is  always  done  on  the  eve  of  an  im- 
portant stake  raoe),  the  Curry  entry  was  re- 
garded as  among  the  scratches. 

On  paper,  the  rich  purse  was  a  gift  to  the 
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known  to  be  onTof  th!^.  ^  AnoUand  wa* 

tion  of  how  fa,  .he  iSSd  ,L  «d  ttL"«?i,''"- 
were  considered  «a  compo^f„  **  2""" 
third  money.  On  t)i«  n!-*»w  «««>nd  and 
the  talk  v^  ofA^ti^*  '^'°"  '•'«  "•»»  all 
hadtodo^thWn^  '/?  *'*  -pecnlation 
a  man  .^t  haJe  toUtZ^  ^•'"'  """^  -^o""" 
on  the  dafof  ttlr^  «  h!?  "™  ""'•  -*«  ""O" 
in  on  oney'tte  a^rtr^Tt  E^e'I^t,!?""*^ 

th"^e  Ztf^  "unneement  waa  afforded 

est  attention  tolhfte.S!?;' """  **«  ""'*'■ 
soon  the  "BiSe  ho«^"f^,S^S  T^'f  *'  "-* 
the  gronnd  once  moT       """"^  **"  '««»  O" 

endeavon^T  1^^  W^Tf"-  f"^  """ 
Man  Cnrrr  within?        ""omation  from  Old 

W  P^'  mo™''i,rSn,  "^rr/i"*- 
theendofthelineIe.Z»tk-    v      '""J«e<J  at 

owns  »em    W«  ^7i,«      •     . .       ^°  front— he 

ThiayerhawTs  fin^T^XSn*^?  '  "*»?• 
that  Thawntmn  StSes  ISS?^  ' '^  foe.  in 
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Nix  I"  said  the  outside  man.  ''Just  off  the 
cars,  and  he's  going  to  startT  It  can't  be 
donel" 

**l  ain't  heard  the  boss  say  he'd  scratch 
him,"  said  Shan^iai 

"Bnt  how  long  have  yon  been  on  the  wayt" 

"Oh,  I  reckon  'boat  five  days.  Yes,  snh;  we 
been  ezacUy  five  days  an*  nights  gettin'  here." 

'*Then  yon 're  kidding  abont  that  horse  going 
to  start  in  the  Thornton  Stakes." 

''No,  snh;  I  aint  kiddin'  nobody.  Thass 
whnt  we  brought  him  oveh  f aw :  to  staht  him  in 
them  Thawntom  Stakes.  I  reckon  he'll  have  to 
do  the  bes'  he  know  how." 

"Are  yon  going  to  bet  on  himf " 

"Says  whichf*  Shanghai  showed  a  double 
row  of  glistening  ivories.  ''No,  indeedyt 
Hawss  got  to  show  me  befo'  I  leggo  my  small 
change!  This  Faro,  he  can't  seem  to  win  no 
mile  races,  so  the  boss  he  tlunks  he  might  do 
betteh  in  a  long  one.  Bnt  me,  I  ain't  bettin'  on 
him,  no  snh!" 

Only  five  horses  faced  the  barrier  in  the 
Thornton  Stakes.  Second  money  was  not 
enough  of  a  temptation  to  the  owners,  who  could 
see  nothing  but  the  Australian  mare,  Auckland. 
The  opening  prices  bore  out  this  belief.  Auck- 
land was  quoted  at  1  to  5,  a  prohibitive  figure; 
Baron  Brant,  the  hope  of  the  California  con- 
tingent, at  4  to  1;  The  Maori  at  8  to  1;  Am- 
brose Churchill  at  12  to  1,  and  Pharaoh  was 
held  at  15  and  20.   The  bookmakers  had  heard 
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from  jU»^  J^-X"^         ^"^ 

from  a  fat  roS  an/^S^-'*."^^"'*  "*>»^J  ^^ 

*wiaugo.   Konnd  and  round  the  rin^  h^  ww 

with  his  monotonous  request:  *      ^^^^^ 

most  of  them  tlSSeJ'Mr*L''^.5r' 
bills.  There  wem  ihi^^TT  v    i_  .    ^n-dollar 

•weral  tunes     bK*      '^v"^  ""^  of  f>em 

•ptoooBB  only  fo^Us^i.^'S;'"^  '~'  ~"- 
rider.  The'^i^^l^  ^°?^^';  "t  ^^ 
portioned,  her  moTZt  ijJSSSl??  "T 

in^w.^dTfrhor^-'r' 
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th«  front  at  onoe,  and  the  mare  lettled  into  her 
Umg,  easy  stride,  dose  to  the  rail,  saving  every 
possi>»le  ineh.  Pharaoh  immediately  dropped 
into  last  position,  plodding  through  the  dnst 
kicked  np  by  the  fidd.  The  big  hammer-head 
showed  nothing  in  the  first  mile  save  dogged 
persistence.  At  the  end  of  the  second  mile 
Auckland  was  twenty  lengths  in  front  of  Pha- 
raoh, and  running  without  effort  The  Maori 
and  Ambrose  Churohill  were  beginning  to  drop 
bade,  but  Baron  Brant  still  dung  to  second 
place,  ten  lengths  behind  the  favourite. 

It  was  in  the  third  mile  that  Jodcey  Moseby 
Jones  began  to  urge  the  big  horse.  At  first 
there  seemed  to  be  no  result,  but  gradually,  al- 
most imperceptiUy,  the  heavy  plugging  stride 
grew  longer.  Auckland  stUl  held  her  command- 
ing lead,  but  Pharaoh  marirad  his  gain  on  Am- 
brose Churdiill  and  The  Maori,  leaving  them  a 
bitter  and  hopeless  battie  for  fourth  place.  In 
the  home  stretdi  the  pace  began  to  tell  on  Baron 
Brant,  and  he  faded.  P^aoh  caught  and 
passed  him  just  at  the  wire,  with  the  Australian 
mare  fifteen  lengths  in  front  and  eating  up  tiie 
distance  in  smooth,  easy  strides. 

The  stubborn  persistence  of  the  hammer- 
headed  horse  had  not  escaped  the  crowd,  and 
those  who  support  tiie  underdog  in  an  uphill 
fight  gave  him  a  tremendous  cheer  as  he  swung 
down  to  the  turn.  It  was  then  that  Little  Mose 
leaned  forward  and  began  hand-riding,  calling 
on  Pharaoh  in  language  sacred  and  prof aiw. 
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down  to  it  Bvli"?'''""  •***"»'    W 

onAncUand  had  oonnted  the  ram  ««  iX,    -^ 

He  looked  Cl  over  W^/hn^^^^^ 
which  soon^Tto  aSJ?  l^*l>  '"P"«« 
head  waa  barel?^  L^'  *^*  ^^«  ^»«°mer. 
Marer  Witt  «L  J^    ^  f''*^  "»d  drawing 

Mderations,  bnt  alwavB  h«>.a.;'J!J       •       ^^' 

thronghlGoritlit  K-^  ''***^''  "he's  aU 

wWrSpW^  &*  desperately %ith  Ms 

fS^m^e^^^^^  ^  the 

maro  gave  up  her^hwt  ounce:  gave  it  op 
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ip  a  losing  fight  Onoe,  twioB,  the  ugly,  hMivy 
head  and  the  head  of  the  equine  aristoorat  rose 
and  fell  side  by  side;  then  AnoUand  dropped 
back  beaten  and  broken-hearted  while  her  oon- 
qneror  ponnded  on  to  the  wire,  to  win  by  five 
open  lengths.  .  .  . 

At  least  one  dream  came  tme.  Moseby  Jones 
was  carried  off  the  track  in  a  gorgeous  floral 
horseshoe,  his  woolly  head  bobbing  among  the 
roses  and  his  teeth  putting  the  white  carnations 
to  shame.  Shanghai  danced  all  the  way  from 
the  jndges'  stand  to  the  stables,  not  an  easy 
feat  when  one  considers  that  he  was  leading  the 
winner  of  the  Thornton  Stdces,  also  garlanded 
and  bedecked  within  an  inch  of  his  life,  bat,  in 
spite  of  all  his  floral  decorations,  extremely 
dignified. 

Old  Man  Curry  fought  his  way  through  a  mob 
of  reporters  and  fair-weather  acquaintances  to 
find  himself  face  to  face  with  the  only  real  sur- 
prise of  the  da  A  sharp-faced  youth,  immac- 
ulately dres8e<  ,  leaped  upon  him,  endeavouring 
to  embrace  hLj,  shake  his  hand  and  congratu- 
late him,  all  in  a  breath.  "Frank!"  cried  the 
old  man.  '*  Bless  your  heart,  boy,  where  did 
you  come  fromt** 

"From  Butte,"  answered  the  Bald-faced  Kid. 
''Wanted  to  get  some  ideas  on  the  spring  trade; 
saw  you  had  a  horse  in  the  Thornton  Stakes; 
thought  I  might  find  you;  got  here  just  as  the 
race  finished.  Old-timer,  how  are  you!  Tou 
don't  know  how  good  it  is  to  see  you  againi" 
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"Jnr  Wd  of  ml-.  •       •  '*•  ""^  ">•'  too" 
of  <W  mH  JT   "  «°"?  *»  '»''«  th*  name 

won't  even  arme  tte  J^.L  !S?u*°  """y-  «°«'  I 
njt—"     *^  *™  P"""'  '>f'  yon.  My  wife 

mpltjttd'X^f  '^^'  if.  "«"*."  inter- 

;;jvv^it^dT.itn^?td""^- 

»» tell  yon  .boot  Zt  Utet    miT    ^!*.^ 
know  ie  thu:  I  mrta  «^^1  Yt'.^  '^^  *o 
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to-da7— boys  I  used  to  team  with— «Bd  they 
told  me  Pharaoh  didn't  have  a  dhanoe  hoeanae 
he  went  right  from  the  box  ear  to  the  paddock. 
He  gets  off  the  train,  where  he's  been  for  flye 
days  and  nights,  and  comes  so  dose  to  the 
American  record  that  there  ain't  any  fan  in 
it  Now,  yon  know  that  can't  be  done.  Old- 
timer,  yon  pnlled  many  a  miracle  on  me  before 
I  -^'.'t  the  tnrf ;  give  me  an  inside  on  this  one!" 

Old  Man  Cnrry  smiled  benignantly. 

"Well,  son,  mebbe  I  kind  of  took  advantage 
of  'em  there." 

"It  wonldnt  be  the  first  time,  dad.  Let's 
have  it" 

"All  right  To  start  with,  I  bought  this  boss 
for  little  or  nothing.  Mostly  nothing.  I  knew 
he  was  a  freak.  He  couldn't  begin  to  nntra(^ 
himself  till  he  had  gone  a  mile,  but  after  that  it 
seemed  like  every  mile  he  went  he  got  better. 
I  held  a  watch  on  him  an'  he  ran  fonr  miles 
close  enough  to  the  record  to  show  me  tiiat  he 
had  a  chance  in  the  Thornton  Stakes.  Five 
weeks  ago  I  shipped  him  out  to  Port  Oosta  an* 
took  him  off  the  train  there- 
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"Holy  Moses  I"  breathed  the  Kid.  "I  begin 
to  get  it,  but  go  on!" 

"I  knew  a  man  there  an'  he  let  me  train 
Pharaoh  at  his  place,  Little  Mose  givin'  him  a 
gallop  every  day.  That  Benida  road  is  as  good 
as  any  race  track.  Then  I  did  some  dose  fig- 
gerin'  on  freight  schedules,  an'  telegraphed 
Shanghai  when  to  leave  with  the  rest  of  the 
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that  throU  «S_nrt  ^,^  •'•Pj'»»n«*  fato 

^7  ™°  »'  "oews.    It  jnat  ain't  fa  the  book, 

IWaoh  hZ't^**?,"?^^  '*«*  was  that 

told  Ton  know  «*I™*'"*  j*'  «.°  »"""•  »« 
after  corn,  ran  i^  »    J*"" «°  "^"^  "*<>  Egypt 

wepoe^srrh'^f.,rt.i  "'t£fp|T^= 

"ays  that  a  fool  nttereth  all  w^J?^    v  S°l«»non 

««».•  ap  much  .ow,' YTttn.^'"'  ""^  ^"^ 

wonSt^r-lL'T"^  '\«  Kid.  ..yon'«  a 
for  yon  I    Jnst  o.^J  -  *."• ''"'«  »  kid  named 

throih.   yIJ:  wo?  he's-  7*1%""'^  ^'"' 
*o  quite  a  mes    of  moner '  h°?  *h'  '°"*"°*« 
enonghtorm    ff . /.L-T^^' J""*  ^d  you  bet 
"mil  ■   ■  **'*'™«l'tonthestrin«J'> 

.0  Ifi    °''  '''°'    "^^  *'"  old  m^  ..I  been 
SO  glad  tc  see  yon  that  T  n^^    TT^'       ^®° 

part  of  it  "   H«  f^Jw  ^  .     ,     °^  ^^^^^t  that 
^ty  ^^^  ^^«^  coat  and  brought  forth 
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great  handfols  of  tickets.  *'I  didn't  take  less'n 
16  to  1,"  aaid  he,  "an»  I  bet  *em  till  my  feet 
aehed,  just  waDdn'  from  one  book  to  another. 
I  haven't  tried  to  figger  it  np,  bnt  I  reokon  I 
took  more  com  away  from  these  Egyptians 
than  the  law  allows  a  single  man  to  have.  If 
it's  all  the  same  to  you,  Frank,  an'  the  baby 
ain't  got  no  objections,  I'd  like  to  nse  some  of 
this  to  start  a  savings  account  for  my  name- 
sake. Oorry  ain 't  no  name  for  a  baby  girl,  an' 
yon  ought  to  let  me  square  it  with  her  some- 
how. Mebbe  when  she  gits  of  age,  an'  wants 
to  marry  some  harom-scamm  boy,  she  won't 
think  so  bad  of  her  gran 'daddy/* 


tt 
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''Fair  enough,"  said  Pitkin,  "and  serves  him 
rig^t.  He  ought  to  oome  to  shame.  Pretty  hot 
for  this  time  of  year." 

"Itll  be  hotter  for  some  folks  by  and  by." 

Pitkin  laughed  noitdly. 

"Where  do  you  get  that  stuff!"  he  de- 
manded. 

"I  hope  I  aint  agoin'  to  git  it,"  said  Old 
Man  Curry.  "I  aim  to  live  so's  to  miss  it." 
He  lapsed  into  silence,  and  the  straw  began  to 
twitch  to  the  slow  grinding  motion  of  his  lower 
jaw.  A  very  stupid  man  might  have  seen  at  a 
glance  that  Curry  did  not  wish  to  be  disturbed, ' 
but  for  some  reason  or  other  Pitkin  felt  the 
need  of  conversation. 

*'IVe  been  thinking,"  said  he,  "that  my  rac- 
ing colours  are  too  plain— yellow  jacket,  white 
sleeves,  white  cap.  There's  so  many  yellows 
and  whites  that  people  get  *em  mixed  up.  How 
would  it  do  if  I  put  a  design  on  the  back  of  the 
jacket— something  that  would  tell  people  at  a 
glance  that  the  horse  was  from  the  Pitkin 
stabkt" 

Old  Man  Curry  dosed  hie  book. 

"You  want  *em  to  know  which  is  your  boss- 
es!"  he  asked.    "Is  that  the  idee!" 

* '  Sure, '  *  answered  Pitkin.  *  *  I  was  trying  to 
think  up  a  design  of  some  kind.  Ludcy  Baldwin 
used  to  have  a  Maltese  cross.  How  would  it  do 
if  I  had  a  rooster  or  a  rising  sun  or  a  crescent 
sewed  on  to  the  back  of  the  jacket!" 
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is  a  slander  m.  the  good  old  Pine  Tree  State, 
for  Henrj  M.  Pitkin  never  was  east  of  the  Mis- 
sissii^i  Biver  in  his  life.  He  daimed  Iowa  as 
his  native  soil,  and  all  that  Iowa  oonld  do  abont 
it  was  to  issne  a  warrant  for  his  arrest  on  a 
charge  connected  with  the  misappropriatian 
of  funds.  Yonng  Mr.  Pittin  eseap^  over  the 
State  line  westward,  beating  tiie  said  warrant  a 
nose  in  a  whipping  finish,  and  after  a  devions 
career  covering  many  years  and  many  States 
he  tnmed  np  on  the  Jnngle  Circuit,  bringing 
with  him  a  string  of  horses,  a  gen^  soft-spo- 
ken old  negro  trainer,  an  Irish  joekey  named 
Mulligan,  and  two  stable  hands,  each  as  black 
as  the  ace  of  spades. 

The  Jungle  Circuit  has  always  been  pecu- 
liarly rich  in  catch-as-catch-can  burglars  and 
daylight  highwaymen,  but  after  they  had  stud- 
ied Mr.  Pitkin's  system  closely  these  gentlemen 
refused  to  enter  into  a  protective  alliance  with 
him,  for,  as  Grouchy  O'Connor  remarked,  "the 
sucker  hadn't  never  heard  that  there  ought  to 
be  honour  among  thieves. ' '  Pitkin  would  shear 
a  black  sheep  as  dose  to  the  shivering  hide  as 
he  would  shear  a  white  one,  and  the  horses  of 
the  Pitkin  stable  performed  according  to  price, 
according  to  investment^  according  to  orders- 
according  to  everything  in  the  world  but  agree- 
ment, racing  form,  and  honest  endeavour.  In 
ways  that  are  dark  and  tricks  that  are  vain 
the  heathen  Chinee  at  the  top  of  his  heathenish 
bent  would  have  been  no  match  for  Mr.  Heniy 
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-  Pitkin,  who  could  hav«  ♦•¥-«.  *i.     ..  — 

because  Pitkin  hadH^wf  *  ^'*"  •*«W«, 
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""""^  old  GaC  jS;„.5*  J'."''  •»«"  double- 

«»Late  index  7nrtXe.r?f  ^*  •"  "f 
How  snch  a  demnr^jji   I"  ntkin's  wnL 

the  Ktkin  vari^t^^'!?  with  white  tnwh  o/ 

"■an  when  he  wa?  hJZ^^'^.^^.  t'*  old 
q«ntly  renunded  hSSTtha  W  "1*"  '"" 
been  together  for  three  le.™  5.      I^  ^^ 
to  the  Jnngle  Cironlt^pf^'' J^"  J"/  «*»• 
myaterioDs  as  a  orow  and^  "^eyed.  furtive, 
kia  own  pocket"  S.^k^*'?^  "^^  'or 
oKued  toTrefiSo^'  ^J'^l:.  *«'='»''  ^^ 
keeping  it  and  aSng  Sw„'';!"^  ""» 

yondeh"  for  whom  L  ^  ^1"*^^  ^*>"^  down 
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present  oeoopation  seem  all  the  straoAer  by 
contrast.  ' 

Some  of  the  horsemen  of  the  Jmigle  Gironit 
pretended  to  beUeve  that  Pitkin  kept  a  negro 
trainer  becaose  he  was  too  mean  to  get  along 
^th  a  white  man,  but  this  was  only  partly  tme. 
ae  kept  Gabe  because  he  had  a  keen  apprecia- 
tion of  the  old  man's  knowledge  of  horseflesh, 
and  m  addition  to  this  Oabe  was  cheap  at  the 
pnoe— fifty  dollars  a  month  and  his  board,  and 
only  part  of  that  fifty  paid,  for  it  hurt  Pitkin 
to  part  with  money  under  any  circumstances. 
*i7",  ^^  ^PPing  pay  days  that  he  came  to 
owe  Unde  Gabe  the  not  unimportant  sum  of  five 
hundred  dollars,  and  it  was  by  trying  to  col- 
lect  tihis  amount  that  the  aged  trainer  became 
also  the  owner  of  a  race  horse. 

Pitkin,  in  the  course  of  business  dealings 
with  a  smaU  breeding  farm,  had  picked  up  two 
bay  colts.  They  were  as  like  as  two  peas  with 
every  honest  right  to  the  resembUmoe,  for  they 
were  half-brothers  by  the  same  sire,  and  there 
TO  bwrely  a  week's  diflPerence  in  their  ages. 
Uncle  Gabe  looked  the  baby  racers  over  very 
carefuUy  before  giving  it  as  his  opinion  that 

"**ut^  ^^^  *^*^  ™**'®  *^®  ^  appearance. 
They  own  mammies   would   have   a  lil 
trouble  tellin*  them  colts  apaht,"  said  the  ne- 
gro. 

"Can  you  teU  them  apart?"  asked  PitMn. 

»rS*^.«^J^-    "^«8»  suh,"  he  answered. 
"They  ts  a  difference." 
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made  a  thoroogli  examination.  "B07,  yon  done 
broui^t  me  tbe  wrong  oolt,"  laid  he.  "Thia 
ain't  Oen'alDmraL'' 

<'I  got  him  oaten  yo'  itaU,''  laid  the  stable 
hand. 

"Dont  care  where  yo'  got  him,"  persisted 
Gabe.  "This  ain»t  the  colt  I  picked  out  He 
aint  wide  enongh  between  the  eyes." 

"What's  the  argument  about?"  asked  Pitkin, 
<w>ning  from  the  tackle-room. 

"Gabe  say  thisyer  ain't  his  colt,"  answered 
the  stable  hand. 

"Where  did  you  get  himl"  demanded  Pit- 
Un. 

"Onten  that  stall  yondeh,"  said  the  stable 
hand,  pointing. 

"That  was  where  you  put  your  colt,  wasn't 
itf "  asked  Pitkin,  turning  to  Uncle  Gabe. 

"Yes,  suh,  I  put  him  there  all  right,  but  this 
am't  him." 

"Oh,  conie  now,"  kughed  Pitkin,  "you've 
been  thinking  it  over  and  you're  afraid  you*ve 
picked  the  wrong  one.  Be  a  sport,  Gabe  j  stick 
with  your  bargair." 

"Been  some  monkey  business  done  round 
yere,"  muttered  the  aged  negro.  "Been  a  li'l 
night  walkin',  mebbe.  Boy,  bring  out  that 
Sergeant  Smith  colt  an'  lemme  cas'  my  eye 
oyeh  him  once!" 

"See  here,  niggerl"  id  Pitkin,  "I  let  you 
have  first  pick,  didn't  f  Gave  you  all  the 
beat  of  it,  and  you  picked  this  colt  here.    If 
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on  any  tenns,  and  wu  lan^^ifld  at  for  hit  pains. 
''Ton  had  yonr  choice,  didn't  yont"  Pitkin 
would  say.  "Well,  then,  yon  cant  blame  any- 
body bnt  yonnelf.  Whose  fault  is  it  that  I  got 
the  good  oolt  and  yon  got  the  crabf  No,  Oabe, 
a  bargain's  a  bargain  with  me,  always.  The 
General's  a  rotten  bad  race  horse,  bnt  he's 
yonrs  and  not  mine.  It's  what  yon  get  for  be- 
ing a  poor  picker." 

The  bay  colts  were  nearing  the  end  of  their 
three-year-old  form  when  the  Pitkin  string  ar- 
rived on  the  Jnngle  Circuit  and  took  np  quar- 
ters next  door  to  Old  Man  Gurry  and  his  ''Bible 
horses."  Sergeant  Smith  was  the  star  of  the 
stable  and  the  principal  money  winner,  when 
it  suited  Pitkin  to  let  him  run  for  the  money, 
while  General  Duval,  as  like  his  half  brother  as 
a  reflection  in  a  flawless  mirror,  had  a  string  of 
defeats  to  his  discredit  and  his  feed  bill  was 
breaking  old  Gabe's  heart.  The  trainer  often 
looked  at  General  Duval  and  shook  his  head. 

"You  an'  that  otheh  colt  could  teU  me  some- 
thin'  if  yo'  could  talk/'  he  frequently  remarked. 

After  his  conversation  with  Old  Man  Curry, 
Pitkin  returned  to  his  tackle-room  in  a  savage 
state  of  mind,  and,  needing  a  target  for  his 
abuse,  selected  Mulligan,  the  Irish  jockey. 

Now,  Mulligan  was  small,  but  he  had  the 
heart  of  a  giant  and  the  courage  of  one  convic- 
tion and  two  acquittals  on  diarges  of  assault 
and  battery.  In  spite  of  his  size— he  could 
ride  at  ninety-eight  pounds — Mulligan  was  a 
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bMB  niglitj  good  to  mt,  ono  WKf*n  anotl^ftl^ 
aa'  I'd  liko  to  ait  70'  fo'  lome  advice." 

''Wall,"  aaid  the  old  man,  '^adviee  ii  Wu 
BMdifliiie,  Oabe-^eaay  to  give  bat  hard  to  take, 
What'a  tronblin'  70a  aowf '' 

"Milt*  Onrry,  70'  >membeh  me  telliii'  yo' 
'bont  that  Qtn'al  Duval  colt  of  mine— how  he 
Bcvdi  did  look  the  same  to  me  shioe  I  got  himf " 

"Tea,"  anawered  Carry,  **an»  I've  a'ready 
told  70a  that  70a  cant  prove  an7thing  on  Pit- 
kin. Tea  ma7  anapeet  that  8omebod7  switched 
tham  oolta  on  700,  bat  anlesa " 

**  'Seoae  me,  aoh,"  intermpted  Oabe,  "bat 
I  got  be7on'  toapeotin'  it  now.  I  knewd  it  was 
done." 

"Yottdon«t8a7!" 

"Yes,  sah,  I  got  the  proof.  Malligan,  he  8a7 
to  me  jas'  befo'  he  lights  oat,  'Qabe,'  he  say, 
'^t  Smith  colt,  he  belong  to  yoa  by  rights. 
PiOdn,  he  palls  a  switch  afteh  yo'  went  to  bed 
that  &rst  nig^t.'    He  say  he  seen  him  do  it." 

"Mebbe  the  boy  was  just  tryin'  to  stir  ap  a 
little  more  troable,"  suggested  Old  Man  Carry. 

"Ain't  I  tol*  yoa  he  neveh  did  look  the  same? 
Them  colts  so  maoh  alike  they  had  me  gaessin'. 
I  done  picked  the  one  what  was  widest  between 
the  eyea— an'  that's  the  one  what  been  awinnin' 
an  them  races.  That  ain't  Sergeant  Smith  at 
aS— that's  my  Gen'al  Baval  Pitkin,  h«*  gives 
me  my  pick  an'  then  he  switches  on  me.  Qnea- 
tion  ia,  how  kin  I  git  him  backf " 
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eanae  lie'd  havo  yon  arretted.  And  then,  of 
oooree,  he's  got  hun  registered  in  hit  name  an' 
ronnin'  in  Ms  oolonrt— that't  another  thing 
we  Ve  got  to  take  into  oonaideration.  I  reckon 
we  better  tet  qmet  a  few  daya  an*  ttndj.  Ton  11 
know  whenever  thit  Sergeant  hott  it  entei«d  in 
a  race,  won't  yonf '' 

"Yet,  toh;  I'm  bonn'  to  know  ahead  o'  time, 
tub." 

"AH  right  Go  on  hack  to  work  an'  don't 
quarrel  with  Pitkin.  Don't  kt  him  know  that 
you've  foond  ont  anything,  an'  keep  me  potted 
on  Sergeant  Smith.  Mi^t  be  a  good  tMng  if 
we  knew  when  Pitkin  it  goin'  to  bet  on  him. 
He't  been  dheatin'  with  that  hott  lately." 

"He's  alwayi  cfaeatin',  tnh.  To'— yo'  think 
they't  a  way  to— to— " 

"There't  alwayt  a  way,  Oabe,"  antwered 
Old  Man  Carry.  "The  main  thing  is  to  find 
it" 

"That't  my  hott  by  right,"  taid  the  nogro, 
with  a  trace  of  ttnbbomnett  in  hit  tone. 

"An'  the  world  it  yonr  oytter,"  responded 
Carry,  "bat  yoa  cant  go  bastin'  into  it  with 
dynamite.  Yon  got  to  open  an  oyster,  careful. 
Now  go  on  back  to  your  bam  and  do  as  I  tell 
you.    Understandf" 

"Yes,  suh,  an'  thank  yo'  kinly,  suh." 

Pitkin's  bandaged  head  brought  him  little 
sympathy — ^in  faci^  the  general  opinion  seemed 
to  be  that  Mulligan  had  not  hit  him  quite  hard 
enough  to  do  the  community  any  good.    Cer- 
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S!5  !?f  2.  v,™f^®  ^«  *  ^d«a  to  old  G«be 
•ad  the  two  black  stable  hands.    Oabe  ^^ 

W  the  almw  with  a  paSSr«nS^ 

i^'S?****^"*'"***"^  *o  themeeWrimd 
t^J^^Z^^I'' "^^  "^^olenoe.  They 
had  also  been  migting  pay  days.  ^ 

d«^^7^*^^  ■*"**  ^-  ^•«<J  o«t  of  the 
toSe?  t«*le.room  and  called  fop  his 

"Gabel  Oh,  Oabe!  Kow  where  is  that  good- 
for-nothing  old  niggert"  *^ 

shnffling  along  the  line  of  stalls.  "Yo' wiS 
to  see  me,  boss!"  "** 

kil'^*^^?:!«^  ^^"  «rowled  Pit- 
toL  I  was  tUnhng  It  was  abont  time  we  cot 
this  Sergeant  Smith  oolt  loose." 

Yes,  snh,'»  answered  Oabe.    "He's  vm<1v 
to  go,  boss."  ■  "'**^ 

'!w  n  *^  ,^  ^**"  demanded  Pitkin. 
"Wdl,  snh,"  repKed  Oabe,  "he's  a  heai> 
better^  whnt  he's  been  showik'  hjy,  t£!?? 

H^om'?"^  horse,  like  Calloway  and 
«*2*  ^  ^  ^«  «»ts  a  chance." 

Well,  sn^if  he  gits  a  good,  hones'  ride,  fo' 

2^*^-    ^J>^  mewKNi  aU  oveh  the  tIL 
track  las'  few  times  ont" 
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"But  with  a  good  xide  yoa  think  he  ean 
win!" 

''Humph!"  miffed  Gabe.  <<HoIeaTt 'emlike 
they  itandin'  stiUi" 

"I  want  to  aiip  him  into  the  fourth  raoe  next 
Saturday,"  laid  Pitkin,  "and  hell  have  Odlo- 
way  and  Hartehom  to  beat  There  ought  to  ha 
a  nice  price  on  him--4  or  5  to  1,  anyway,  on  ao> 
count  of  what  he's  been  showing  lately." 

"Yo'  goin'  bet  on  him,  sohf" 

''Straight  and  place,"  said  Pitkin,  "but  I 
won't  bet  a  nickel  here  at  the  track.  They^U. 
be  asking  yon  abont  the  colt  and  trying  to  get 
a  line  on  him.  Ton  tell  'em  that  I'm  starting 
him  a  little  bit  ont  of  his  class  jnst  to  see  if 
he's  game— any  lie  will  do.  And  if  they  ask 
yon  abont  the  stable  money,  we're  not  idaying 
him  this  time." 

"Yes,  snh." 

"You're  absolutely  sure  he's  readyf " 

"BeadyT  Why,  boss,  ain't  yo' been  watohin' 
the  way  that  colt  is  workin't  Yo'  kin  bet  'em 
till  they  quits  takin'  it  an'  not  be  soared." 

"That's  all  I  want  to  know,  Oabe,  and  mind 
what  I  told  you  about  keeping  that  big  month 
of  yours  shut  If  I  hear  of  any  talk " 

"I  aint  neyeh  talked  yit,  has  It" 

"Well,  don't  pick  this  time  to  start;  that's 
aa" 

That  night  the  lights  burned  late  in  two 
tadUe-rooms.  In  one  of  them  Old  ICan  Ourry 
was  bringing  the  judgment  of  Solomon  down  to 
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^^ttm*  Butte,  ttd  Sim  IV,«i,«,,  ,^^ 
ojpjwted  more  or  le.,  op^  ^  wSt^ 

.„^^""*  "noming  he  wm  on  hand  earlr 
S^  «r  <^'l»nval  return  fco^« 
«wo«e  gallOT^  jnd  there  wa.  a  .maU  UiS 
boy  on  the  oolt'a  baok.  ^^  ^^ 

that  Carry's  nigger  jockey!"  **"^ 

^Tea,  «u„  that'.  Jo«key  Moael^  Jona^ 

al,  iS."         **^  acquainted  ^th  dw  fl«i'. 
,"4''9Baintedf  What  fori" 


Gabe ^  lZ„^*  **! '°\*    Now  Haten  to  ffl.. 
sSweUnl?    *  '"»*  ""ybody  from  the  Onn? 


Saturday,  be  might  go  into  the  ring  and  knrt 
the  prkw.  I  eMit  stop  yon  patting  the  little 
idgger  on  yonr  own  hone,  Imt  if  he  trim  to 
make  my  bam  a  hangout,  111  warm  bis  jacket 
for  him,  miderstandt    Ton  can  tell  him  bo." 

'*Ye8,  aidi,'' anawered  Oabe  medOy.  **Mi8t' 
Carry  an'  yo'  bad  friends,  boeaf " 

*'We  aint  any  kind  of  friends,"  snapped  Pit- 
kin, '*and  that  goes  for  every  blaekHrd  that 
eats  ont  of  his  lumdl" 

"I  thoo^^t  he  was  a  kin'  o'  pions  ole  gen- 
tleman," said  Gabe. 

**He's  got  a  lot  of  people  fooled,  Carry  has," 
replied  Pitkin  with  nnneoessary  profanity, 
"bat  I've  had  his  nomber  right  along.  He's 
a  crook,  bat  he  gets  away  with  it  on  aocoant 
of  thai  long-tailed  ooat— the  sanctimonioas  old 
aeoimdrelt  Dont  yon  have  anything  to  do 
with  him,  Oabe." 

**Mef"  said  Gabe  professing  mild  astonish- 
mmt   "Hnmph!   I  reckon  noil** 
t    "Always  stick  with  yonr  friends,"  said  Pit- 
kin, "and  remember  whieh  side  year  bread  is 
battered  on." 

"That's  what  I'm  aimin'  to  do,  snh.  To' 
know,  boss,  I  sort  o'  figgeh  the  Gen'al's  got  a 
mighty  good  dhanoe  nez'  Sato 'day  in  that 
secon'  race.   A  mighty  good  chance." 

Pitkin  sneered.  "Going  to  bet  on  him,  are 
yoat" 

"No,  soh ;  not  'less  some  people  pay  me  ^ut 
they  owes  me." 
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«ttiiL     *mie  Q«neral»8  a  dam  bad  race  hon» 
—AUwya  was  and  always  will  be." 

wlli?''  "HT^  ^anything  to  beat  yet,"  said 

tor  let  ^  ran  f or  the  pnr»e,  Gabe.   Playinira 
h^^e  that  is  iust  throW  good  Sy 

"Mebbeyo'  right,  boss,"  answered  the  old 

2!f  1*    M«^^  yo'  right,  hot  I  still  thi^ 
he's  got  a  ohaaee."  ^^ 

Now,  in  a  maiden  raaa  €mrw  hmm  m  mtv 
posed  to  have  a  nhsiM_  md.  m.  TMitii..j    ■  ^^ 


of 


but  stifl  a 


He 


bust 

maidens  arc  the 

»  raee,  and  emy  jimf^ti 

plwd  witii  thaw  e^iae  «■  ^^^^  «Eaa^ 

■•  «^eriB imieed  fbrtmwfee  who  wkm<mmtA 
to eovvr  the oost  of  prQb«||BH.  The  betSni^ 
»  maiden  raoe  is  i^Jk^  (hjm^,  bttf  Jfitl  itS? 
radio  enongh  to  prove  the  fnith  of  |!l|  IE 


There  wu  a  sitzling  paddock  «p  on  Tte  tincK- 

irf.i^°?  ^i""  ""^  "¥'■  had  twice  fin- 
Mhed  eeoond  at  the  meetinjr,  tL  l«,t  time  mis.- 

monr  that  Laiedo  was  aboat  to  annex  bu  first 
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braokets)  mispidoii  pointed  to  Milkr  Boy  m 
mnlj  to  <'do  somothiiig,*'  bat  nobodj  had 
heard  aay  good  newi  of  Oentral  DimO.  Thoee 
who  looked  him  up  in  the  f onn  ehartt  found 
his  previona  raoei  loffieientlj  diagraeefoL 

The  Orioket  opened  f aivonrite  at  8  to  5,  and 
when  her  owner  heard  thii  he  gnmted  deep 
and  sonlfoUy  and  iwore  by  all  his  godM  that 
the  price  was  too  short  and  the  mare  a  false 
f svoorite.  He  had  hoped  for  not  less  than  4 
to  1,  in  whioh  case  he  wonld  have  sent  the  man 
ont  to  win,  carrying  a  few  hnndred  dollars  of 
ill-gotten  gains  as  wagers,  bat  at  8  to  5  tiskels 
on  The  Cri<&et  had  no  valne  save  as  sowanirs 
of  a  sad  occasion. 

Nobody  bothered  aboat  General  Doval;  no> 
body  qaestioned  old  Gabe  as  he  led  a  ¥aF!kiytiHi 
horse  round  and  roond  the  paddock  staBs.  Old 
Man  Carry  sat  on  the  f ence^  thooghtfyiy  chew- 
ing fine-cat  tobacco  and  seeming^  ty^bsg  no 
interest  in  his  sarroondings,  bat  he  saw  Pit- 
kin as  soon  as  that  f oz-f acNBd  gmfliinaa  en- 
tered the  paddock,  and  thereafter  he  mtohed 
the  disciple  of  the  doable-cross  doeely.  It  was 
plain  that  Pitkin's  visit  had  no  business  signifi- 
cance; he  was  not  the  sort  of  man  to  play  a 
maiden  race,  and  after  a  few  bantering  remarb 
addressed  to  old  Gabe  he  drifted  back  into  the 
betting  ring,  where  he  made  a  casaal  note  of 
the  fact  that  on  most  of  the  slates  General 
Dnval  was  qaoted  at  40  to  1. 
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^I^^n  W~*  »«  whom  h«  knew, 
the  old  fooi  it»rt  him  fort»»^^ 

Jjwedm  a  sowammg  pl^  suit  wkh  ««- 

gy^_  \^!"»"?4  two^laUar  biU  out  of  hig 

h^^YaJH^  ?  **  ^^'^  Johnson's 
2«»^3fo«  Iifcs  that  one,  do  yont"  grinnod 

Jl^^m^  "^  'WsiaUy,"  ohwWed  the  me- 
8^  **bat  I  tntny  Ifltes  that  kmg  prioel" 

ihTSli^"^  more  60  to  1  in  si^t,  and 
b^^^fiBR  bni^^  to  K|*t  other  wrinkled 
take  m  a  few  do&urs  tm  General  DnvaL  if  f « 

Th^^J^Tt  ^^  ^  '"^  °«*  thdTshee " 
.iSjS  Tl^  ?*«~  oontinned  to  bet  nntU  he 
STSl  !li*^^^^  of  his  1^  p«4et,  and 
iffh^f^^^w"*?^  ""^  *  ^"»d  concealed 
S.?SL5^  ^*  ^' ^»  ^«»«"-    When  the 

^^h^-*nd  never  more  than  two  doUars  at 

J'^Jt^^lJ^'"'^  «°^««*>"  as  a  tropi. 
Jlbutteifly  m  the  cherry  jacket  with  gt^ 

■Iwm  and  tha  wd,  white  and  Wae  caR  prSoed 
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klo  Qiiiinl  DaTal**  paddock  fttU  and  HfrtoMd 
itttanHf  ai  old  Oaba  bant  o?«r  him. 

"To*  aiB*t  fo'fot  whQt  wa  tola  70'  lait  ni^t, 
aoQt"  aakad  Oaba  in  anziona  Umaa. 

'Aia*k  fo'got  nnfldii'/*  mm  tha  aobar  an- 


« 


«( 


'Oanaa  ara^fhing  *pmd  on  how  it  look," 
'*Uli  kah,"  rapliad  Uttia  Moaa.    «I  maka  it 
look  aU  ric^t** 

"TUa  lioaa,  ha  might  taka  a  notion  to  nin 
off  an'  laaye  'am  aoon  aa  tha  baniar  go  np," 
oantionad  Gaba.  **Kaap  him  foldad  np  in  70' 
k^  to  tha  laa'  minnta." 

"An'  than  aat  hUn  down,"  anpplamanted 
Moaa.    <<To'  jna'  ba  watohin'  ma^  thaaa  all!" 

"Lot  of  folkall  ba  watohin'  70'/'  warnad 
Oaba.  "Tham  jndgea,  tha7  goin'  ba  watohin' 
70'.  Bemembah^itgottolooknpM/" 

Aa  Jo«ka7  Jonaa  paaaad  ont  of  tha  paddo<^ 
ha  ohiokad  to  hia  mount  and  glanoad  over 
toward  tha  fanoe  where  Old  Man  Cnrrv  waa 
atmaitting. 

"Hawaa,"  whispered  little  Moae,  "did  70' 
aeethatf   The  ole  man  winked  at  na I" 

Thava  mnat  have  been  some  tmth  in  the  m- 
monr  eonoeming  Laredo,  for  he  mdMd  to  the 
front  when  the  barrier  roae,  with  Millar  B07 
and  Athelatan  in  hot  puranit  Aa  for  The 
Orioket,  aha  waa  all  but  left  at  the  poat,  and  her 
owner  remarited  to  himself  that  he'd  taaah  'am 
when  to  make  hia  mare  a  false  f avouite. 

tnie  thrse  people  most  interested  in  the  akarr7 
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Jwktt  with  the  green  ileefit  wiit8h«a  It  go  bob- 
Ung  along  the  rail  Mveral  len|the  heh^  the 
leaden,  and  were  relieved  to  &d  it  there  is- 
•tead  of  oot  In  front  Had  the  jndgee  been 
J2*^J1»  bay  ODlt  they  eonM  not  hare 

helped  noticing  that  hie  morth  wae  wide  open, 
dne  to  a  powerful  pnU  on  the  mns,  and  ^ 
might  have  drawn  oertaa  ooodniiona  from 
ttie,  bnt  they  were  wtiUsiaag  The  Cricket  in- 
•tead  and  mentaUy  pntting^  a  rod  in  pidde  for 
the  ownor  of  the  favomSe.  ^^ 

I'aredo  led  around  the  tnm  and  Into  the 

^^  '?*l?^^?^y  "^  Athebtan  erowd- 
ing  him  haind,  but  the  paoe  was  berlnning  to 
teU  on  the  front  mnners,  and  the  reaTmrd 
WW  doMng  in  on  them,  headed  by  the  oherry 

"It's  anybody's  race,"  remarked  the  preeid- 
mgjndge  as  he  squinted  np  the  stretoh.  *'Lord. 
what  a  lot  of  beetles !" 

judge.  "Laredo's  qnitting  already.  Now, 
^  you  homids,  com«  on!    Whose  turn  is  it 

The  maidens  came  floundering  down  to  the 

^fif  half  the  track.  At  the  sixteenth  pole  a 
bold  man  would  have  hesitated  to  iHck  the  win- 
ner;  mdeed,  it  looked  to  be  anybody's  race, 
with  the  sole  exception  of  The  Cricket,  sulking 

f w*?u*^* '•*'•  It  was  Gabe  Johnson  whcTsiw 
w«  the  wraps  were  still  about  Moss's  wriita. 
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J^  it  wag  Old  lln  Onny  who  dboalM  to 
UmMtf  M  Um  liontt  pMMd  tlM  pAddMk  giito^ 
Md  it  VM  ShaaiM.  Qvrj*t  Mgro  hottkr, 
wlio  began  to  eomit  tioketi  on  Genortl  DimO. 

''TIm  old  niggor's  hone  is  ^ing  to  be  theiv 
or  thereeboBti  to-diqr/'  oommented  the  preeid- 
log  judge.  ''Jmt-aboiit— there— or-there- 
abonts.  Keep  yoiir  eye  on  him,  Ed— tbeie  he 
le  on  the  inaide.  Darn  theee  epread-eigle  An- 
iiheet  They  alwaye  look  bad  from  angle!" 

Thirty  yarda  away  from  home  a  tingle  kngtk 
■eparated  the  ilnt  five  horeea,  and  the  fifth 
hone  oarried  the  radng  oobnn  of  Gabriel 
Johnaon.  It  wae  cutting  it  fine,  very  fine,  bat  Ut- 
#  *°**f*^  <"*  excellent  eye  for  diatance;  he 
felt  the  atrength  of  the  moont  under  him  and 
timed  hia  doaing  mah  to  the  fraction  of  a  aeo. 
ond.  mioae  who  were  yelling  wUdly  for  Athel- 
atan,  MiUer  Boy,  and  the  othen  aaw  a  flaah  of 

cherry  jacket  on  the  nul,  canght  a  j^pee  of  a 
bnllet-keaded  little  negro  hurling  himaelf  for- 
ward in  the  atirrupa— and  the  race  waa  over. 
Jockey  Moaeby  Jonea  had  brou^^t  a  deapiaed 
outaider  home  a  winner  by  half  a  length.  There 
waa  a  atunned  ailence  aa  the  numben  dropped 
mto  place,  broken  only  by  one  terrific  whoop 
from  Shflngbai,  betting  commiaaioner. 

"Well,"  aaid  the  aaaodate  judge,  looking  at 
hia  chief,  "what  do  you  make  of  thatt  The 
winner  had  a  lot  left,  didn't  he!  Think  the 
old  nigger  haa  been  dieating  with  himf " 

The  preaidiug  judge  rubbed  hia  ohin. 
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"  J5f  &J£f  li^T:  'S^  '^  •iSi^ 

A-M^^™""  ••■'^  **»•  walked  horn*  » 

Av  "^^i?  '•^^  i»to  that  bniiiiMA.**  ••iJ^hl 
•thw.   "WtU,  I'ta  glad  4rS?dl^?fcL«* 

fluot  woo  tttpped  Qabe  on  th«  back  u  1m  u<i 
the  liaawr  from  tht  ring.    "*"■*••«  J^ 

U^foMUiraa,!"  ordered  Plttin.    "No^ 
IX*;;;^..?"'^  Soaa  overt  S 
"7«if  inh,  boM." 

only  in  thero  for  a  tiyont"  —«,«•• 

10  rooh  aa  woro  aimple  enongii  to  ezDMft  m. 
•ookad  man  to  Mtam  .r»«;-i.*  «*p«w  a 

iahowLS^n.   dS?^  ■™«ht  answers  to  fool. 
^  qMtiona,  P>tkm^Utod  (1)  that  he  was 
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not  betting  a  plugged  nickel  on  Mb  oolt,  (2) 
that  he  W dly  figiured  to  have  a  chance  with 
snoh  hones  as  Galloway  and  Hartshorn,  (3) 
that  he  might  possibly  be  third  if  he  got  the 
best  of  the  breaks,  and  (4)  that  he  had  lost  his 
regular  jockey  and  was  forced  to  give  the 
monnt  to  a  bad  little  boy  about  whom  he  knew 
nothuig. 

The  real  truth  he  uncovered  to  Jockey  Shea, 
a  freckled  young  savage  who  had  taken  up  the 
burden  where  Mulligan  laid  it  down. 

"Listen,  kid,  and  don't  make  any  mistakes 
with  this  colt.  I'm  down  on  him  hook,  line,  and 
sinker  to  win  and  place,  so  give  him  a  nice  ride 
and  I'll  declare  you  in  with  a  piece  of  the 
dough.  Eht  Never  you  mind;  it'll  be  enough. 
Now,  then,  this  is  a  mile  race,  and  Galloway 
will  go  out  in  front— he  always  does.  Lay  in 
behind  him  and  stay  there  till  you  get  to  the 
head  of  the  stretch,  then  shake  up  the  colt  and 
come  on  with  lum.  He  can  stand  a  long,  hard 
drive  under  whip  and  spur,  so  give  it  to  him 
good  and  plenty  from  the  quarter  pole  home. 
Don't  try  to  draw  a  close  finish— win  just  as 
far  as  you  can  with  hixn,  because  Hartshorn 
will  be  coming  from  behind." 

This  was  the  race  as  programmed;  this  was 
the  Pitkin  annual  dean-up  as  planned.  Imag- 
ine, then,  Pitkin's  sheer,  dumb  amazement  at 
the  spectacle  of  Shea,  going  to  the  bat  at  the 
rise  of  the  barrier  in  order  to  keep  his  mount 
within  striking  distance  of  the  tail  end  of  the 
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^«»88ioiiI  Imagjne  his  wrath  as  the  colt  con. 
!SJ.  ♦'li?**^  ""  ^^*  P^~»  losing  ground  is 
bv  Shl*^'T"*^^  pnnishment  adSisterS 
f7  I?!**.  Imagine  his  sensations  when  he 

the  pool  rooms  between  Seattie  and  San  Fran- 
cisco, tossed  to  the  winds,  bnmed  np,Tne  fZ 
ever,  bet  on  a  colt  that  would  not  or  Snld  not 
m^e  a  respectable  fight  for  it  I 

«iZ!_S?  f^?P  *^®  ^^^'^^"^  <»^«''  ti»«  rest  of  the 
^T^S^^T  "^^^^  ^*  ^  »  neck-and-neck 
?h7w  ^u*^T*yj'"*  "  Shea  was  flogging 

^n^fl  S?'*  P!!*>*  ^««"*^  pole-andwf 
jnU  hft  the  curtain  again  at  the  point  where 
the  judges  summoned  Pitkin  into  the  stand  to 

"Now,  sir,"  said  the  presiding  judge:  "weVe 
been  pretty  lenient  with  you,  Mr^PitSi  WeVe 
Tfnw  1J.*  '°*  °I  *^««  *^t  ^«  didn't  liel! 
fJ^if  *^^-.  ^  *«^''«d  *^8  colt  to  have  a 

fo^Lt^"       ^^*^''-   Howdoyouacoomit 

"J^y»  indges,'*  stammered  Pitkin.  *'I— I 
don  t  account  for  it.  I  can't  accomit  for  it. 
The  colt's  been  working  good,  and-and— "' 

«w  ^   "®'  jndges,  and  I »» 

♦>..♦  fi!  '  *u  °'  ^^^  ^^  y°«  *«"  yo«r  friends 
atut'tiU"  ""  '^^  ^  '^'  ^  ^'^^^^    ^-^ 
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**I— I  didn't  want  'em  ipoiling  the  price,  I 
mean,  jadgea;  I  didn't  think  it  waa  anyhoc^'a 
htudnesa." 

**0h,  ao  jon  bet  on  him,  did  yont  Let'a  aee 
the  tioketa." 

And  of  ooorae  Mr.  Pitkin  had  no  tioketa  to 
ahow.  He  offered  to  produce  copiea  of  tele- 
grama,  hat  the  jndgee  had  him  exactly  where 
tiiey  had  been  wanting  to  ge*  him  and  they  gave 
him  a  yery  nnhappy  ten  minntes.  At  the  end 
of  thia  period  the  presiding  judge  cleared  his 
throat  and  pronounced  sentence.  ''Your  en- 
tries are  reused  from  now  on,  and  you  are 
warned  off  this  track.  Take  your  horses  some- 
where else,  rr,  and  don't  ever  bring  'em  bade 
here.   That's  alL" 

To  Pitkin  it  seemed  enough. 

He  walked  dowr  the  stepB  in  a  daxe  and  wan- 
dered away  in  the  general  direction  of  his 
stable.  He  was  st^  in  a  daze  when  he  reached 
hia  destination,  and  the  first  thing  he  saw  was 
old  Oabe,  his  coat  on  and  a  satchel  in  his  hand. 

'*0h,  youVe  heard  about  it  already,  have 
youf "  asked  Pitkin  dully. 

"Heard  whutf"  And  Oabe  did  not  touch  the 
brim  of  his  hat. 

"We've  got  the  gate— been  warned  off:  en- 
tries refused." 

*  *  Olory ! ' '  ejaculated  tiie  aged  trainer.  *  *  Time 
they  waa  gittin'  onto  you!" 

"What's  that!"  shouted  Pitkin.  "Why,  you 

black  hound,  I'U " 
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W  To' made  a.  an  ttTtainbl.  «' «A 
gmn'make.  Nex' time  they  ketches  ™°A^ 
i^'j«i .  race  track  I  hope,  key  ri.t^'^o'tS 

hi.  tackle-r^'  .^"wT^S^J^'"^^ 

i«aTv"  ^?'  toJu'PPen  to  him  on  a  bS 
track.  IVejostcntthiebaiikronintwo  oX^ 
^aWe^y^^Hj.   Shan^hai-aa^oo/br; 

"AH  this,  snh'  -ninef " 
o'll':^  f^""?*"??'  y°°  '"^^  "ot  nrfw  that  rix 

Qabe  grinned  from  ear  to  ear. 
it  f>*  both  them  hoeses  now.    Mist*  Cnrry 

The  Lord  will  not  imffer  the  sonl  of  the 
nghteons  to  famish,' "  qooted  the^rilT 
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"  'bnt  he  casteth  away  the  snbstanoe  of  the 
wicked.' '» 

<'A^~menl'' said  old  Gabe.  < 'An' a  fine  job 
o'  oastin'  away  been  done  this  evenin'  I  MUt' 
Carry,  I'm  quit  boss  racin'  now,  but  yo'  the 
whites'  man  I  met  in  all  my  time." 

"Go  *way  with  yon  I"  langhed  Cnrry. 

It  was  one  of  the  black  stable  hands  who  re- 
called Pitkin  to  a  sense  of  his  responsibilities. 
The  ronstabont  approached,  leading  a  bay  colt. 

''Boss,  is  Qaibe  done  qnit  nsf " 

"Hnht"  gmnted  Pitkin,  emerging  from  a 
deep-brown  stndy.  "Yes,  he's  gone,  oonfcnnd 
himi" 

"Well,  he  lef '  thisyer  Gen'al  Baval  boss  be- 
hin'  him.  The  Gen'al's  cooled  out  now;  whut 
yon  want  me  to  do  with  himf " 

"Put  him  in  his  stall,"  mumbled  Pitkin. 
"To-morrow  I'll  see  if  I  can  get  rid  of  him." 

It  is  a  very  stupid  race  horse  which  does  not 
know  its  own  stall.  The  stable  hand  released 
his  hold  on  the  halter  and  slapped  the  colt's 
flank. 

"Glong  with  yo'!"  said  he. 

Then,  tmd  not  until  then,  did  Henry  M.  Pit^ 
kin  begin  to  estimate  his  misfortune  correctly, 
for  the  bay  colt  which  had  won  the  maiden  race 
in  the  name  of  General  Duval  and  carried  the 
racing  cblcars  of  Gabriel  Johnson  to  their  first 
and  only  victory  marched  strai^^t  into  Ser- 
geant Smith's  stall  and  thrust  his  muzzle  into 
Sergeant  Smith's  feed  box  I 
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